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a helmet: Romance i Cigarettes Is a wild-eyed urban opera that charges 
headfirst through the looking glass. Part James Brown, part Luis Bunuel, 
it’s a riotous confusion of social satire and chaotic pop pathos. This Is 
cinema at Its most surreal, but for all the noisy melee and eye-bulging 
razzle-dazzle, It's a whisper of dark pessimism that strikes the loudest note. 


James Gandolfini is Nick Murder, a pImp-moustached 
‘whoremaster’ and blue-collar construction worker who spends his day atop 
a bridge that threatens Manhattan like a loaded weapon between his legs. 
His wife, Kitty (Susan Sarandon), has discovered his affairwith flame-haired 


John Turturro’s 
rock opera has 
dinosaur balls, 
but it dances 
to the beat of a 
dark heart. 
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Shooting in Queens, New York, four biocks from where he was raised, 
Turturro has a cocksure confidence in the richness and authenticity of 
his worid - of the burgers and basebaiis and stifled horizons of suburban 
America. On the surface Romance i Cigarettes is a Bunuellian dreamscape 
of shifting fantasies, bleak humour and dark morbidity. But Just when you 
think youVe got it pinned as an ode to suburbia's grimy glory, Turturro 
takes a lefttum through that looking glass, and the film explodes into a 
thousand bewildering pieces. 


James Gandolfini slips into the first few bars of 'A Man Without Love’, and 
Just like that you’ve struck out past Jupiter and beyond the Infinite. A chorus 
of bin men, bums and gum-chewing girls pirouette across the street in a 
breathless. Jaw-dropping frenzy of inner musical heartache. It’s a kamikaze 
moment of total madness, but Turturro doesn’t flinch until the dust settles 
into shocked silence. 

This is a moment of rare repose, a prelude to Susan Sarandon’s gospel- 
inflected Joplin epic ‘Piece Of My Heart', Kate Winslet’s ghetto fabulous 
slice of Italian tramp pop 'Do You Love Me Like You Kiss Me’, and 
Christopher Walken - recently a kind of meta-actor who doesn’t even do the 
best impression of himself anymore - ripping through ‘Delilah’ like a rusted 
robot channelling the spirit of Elvis. 



e are consumately executed pieces of musical 

Turturro wears the influence of Berkeley and Bernstein on 
but there’s also a dash of Spike Jonze about his anarchic 
s camera work is visually hyperbolic, but where Baz Luhrmann 
musical with a crash-bang breathlessness, Turturro has a 
obviousaffinity for the genre’s baroque style. 





Elsewhere, however, Gandolfinik 'Nu Joisey' accent runs amok, and - more 
damagingly - there’s a stran of bizarre peasant parlance, in which the likes 
of an airplane passing overhead becomes a 'metal can". This jarring voice 
adds to a hysteria of compeUng styles, which, bizarrely, make the obviously 
demented musical numbers seem like oases of calm. 

The 
appeal 
of these 
set 

pieces 

)|^both their exhilarating metaphorical power, and the literal, self- 
contained narrative energy that makes each a mlm epic in itself. That said, 
there's a darker side to this escapist fantasy. 

In their back garden, on a shabby-looking stage overgrown with 
weeds, Nick's daughters yammer away at a tuneless Impression of post- 
punk teen rock. According to Turturro, 'When people don’t have a lot they 
escape through the movies, or popular song. There's a reason why people 
are big pop stars., why Bruce Springsteen speaks to a lot of people: ha 
puts his finger on the pulse of how they feel and tells stories 




Romance & Cigarettes mythologises the power of music, but not 
e\«rybody’s music There’s a telling discrepancy between the respect 
afforded to the power of pop icons like Springsteen, a millionaire proUhot 
of urban identity, and the ridicule reserved for the music the girls maka for 
themselves. No matter how spontaneous and honest, how integral tO| their 
self-identity, it’s also an embarrassment to them, a boundary that stahM 
out the limits of their engagement with the world around them. In thear^ 
they’re forced to turn to commercially endorsed pop acts because theyVe 
musically and intelleclually incapable of telling their own stories. 

This class-conscious condescension also manifests 
itself as a subtle misogyny. IsTulaahands-ln-the alr 
independent sister? Ora two-dimensional male fantasy of sexual 
aggression and social submissiveness? Isn’t her sexy solo number rtMdy 
Just a grotesque exaggeration of a woman’s needy insecurity, culminMng 
in the most dreaded question of all: "Should I dream of a wedding day?" 

If this is a kitchen-sink satire of the habitual treatment of working-claM 
women by the likes of Dennis Potter, then its hard to see who’s lauglMtig, 
The women in Romance £ Cigarettes suffer for the bet of who they in 

ways that the men never will. They are the ones who deal with the pAl 
and the heartache; they are the ones left alone when the men are don*. 

Even Elaine Stritch, who near enough steals the film in a cameo as Nte k ^ — 
craggy mother ("Every breath is a victory"), berates her "whoremaster" 
son for his "dinosaur balls" in the same breath as she tells a story that’s 
about generations of disempowered female sexuality. 'I'ou want a reason? 

"A man is a beast," says Christopher Walken. You want more? You aren’t 
getting it. 


In the 
midst of 
this, Kate 
Winslet 

gives a raw performance of back-alley Bradford sex, throwing herself 
whole-heartedly into a role of fat and bgsand f Ithy sex. But even in 
this brassy whirl of tits and flesh and breathy back door promises, at 
heart she’s little more than a limply generic dirty Northern bird. More 
startling is Mandy Moore as Nick’s youngest daughter. Her tactile 
sensuality and smoky half-closed eyes stunningly capture Baby’s 
budding sexual power. 



Eventually, Romance & Cigarettes is undone by the sheer cumulative 
effect of its own oddball free spirit. In the last act Turturro makes one 
last audacious bid for attention, a radical smash and grab that’s one 
change of gears too many. It’s also the first time he succumbs to the kind 
of squalid family crisis cliches his film had been so relentlessly screwing 
with. Not even Nick Cave’s exquisitely devastating ‘Little Water Song’ is 
enough to mask the fact that you can’t bitch-slap your audience around 
for two hours and then demand they share in your moment of poignant 
emotional transcendence. 

This, though, isn't to take away from Romance & 
C/garettes’ prodigious achievements, on the cusp of 
another summer of old-school blockbusters and big-time Charlies, 
Turturro’s film is an invigorating breath of fresh air: an extravagantly 
wilful one-of-a- kind weighed down by a prurient pessimism, which, 
ultimately, is nothing to make a song and dance about ■ 




i 



THE 

PREACHER 

MAN ^ 


Matt Bochenski talks 
to John Turturro 




me^ music is a 
prayer. 


LWLi*s: What about the women in the film? 
We’re interested in your take on gender poiitics 
because you strike us, or the Aim strikes us, as 
being quite cynicai. 


LWLies: You've said that you were influenced by 
Greek tragedy - in the mix of music and drama 
and catharsis. But one reading of catharsis is that 
it's not so much about changing your ideas of the 
worid, as reinforcing your piace in it isn't there a 
conservative view about women in the Aim where 
you're basicaiiy saying, 'Know your piace in the 
worid and, tough shit, but that's not a very good 
place to be'? 


LWLwb: Are you a fan of the classical musk 
of Busby Berkeley and Bernstein? Were you 
deliberately trying to echo that style? 
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when I’m smoking, smoking, put myworries on a shelf 
tty not to think about nothing, don’t wanna see myself 
What have I done wrong? 

and nothing can go right with me it must he that I’ve been smoking 
too long 


In this blues I'm singing, there’s a lesson to be learned 
you go round smoking, you’re gonna get burned 
Fuck me what have I done wrong? 

nothing can go right with me must be that I’ve been smoking 
too long 
too long. 

Placebo, I've Been Smoking Too Long 
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CHAPTER THREE. 

IN' WHICH WE 

DISCUSS themes of 

UNCOMMON INTEREST 
INSPIRED BY OUR 
FEATURE FILM 




Corruption and violence have destrojed the once-thriving tobacco 
industry in ZimbabvDe. LWLies gets the inside story on a decade of 
decline from a farmer and his wife who witnessed it frst hand. 


A 


A Brief History. 

then Rhodesia, and is now Zimbabwe took root in 1900. Th^rot 
to succeed. Their efforts in deveioping virgin bush, and in eslabiishing rurai communitiee schoois 
and communications, opened up huge tracts of undeveioped country, and paved the way for greater 
industriai and commerciai expansion in the cities and towne 

Many factors influenced the industry's growth and brought it to prominence in worid markets. 
Soon the ieaf was no ionger considered mereiy an acceptabie, iess expensive substitute for 
American crop. Zimbabwe became the second iargest exporter of tobacco in the worid, after Brazii, 
shipping 235,000 tonnes, and empioying 400,000 peopie in an industry which earned this smaii 
country USS800, 000,000 per annum. 

Six years ago. President Robert Mugabe, in a poiiticaiiy caicuiated move, tried to save his 
corrupt and tottering regime by seizing highiy productive commerciai agricuiturai farms and their 
equipment To this day he has paid for neither. The proviso was that iand must be taken from white 
Zimbabweans, 57 per cent of whom had iegaiiy purchased it since 1980, when he came to power 
after independence. 

The country is now in economic meitdown, with inflation presentiy at 585%. When Mugabe 
turned his so-caiied ‘war vets’ ioose on the farms to create their mayhem, aii the indigenous biack 
farm workers were driven away with their famiiies to fend for themseives This was the saddest 
biow of aii: some 245,000 workers were compieteiy dispossessed. Many were of the fourth and fifth 
generation iiving there, and these farms were their oniy home. 

The iand that has been seized was distributed iargeiy to the party acoiytes, army officers, civii 
servants and the Judiciary, thus compromising the whoie government The resuit is that the recipients 
were not the iandiess masses, but the priviieged few, who have no background in modern agricuiture. 

Zimbabwe was once aptiy known as the breadbasket of Africa. We have now reached the 
situation where for six ^ars we have been the recipients of food aid. Tobacco, which was the engine 
of agricuiture and the nationai economy, has now sunk to an export figure of 65,000 tonnes iast year 
- a faii of 72%. Brazii was deiighted to gain our market share without a fight and has doubied its 
annuai production. 

Extract from a .letter 
written, by a tobacco 
farmers wffeL ^ 
December 2001 


our community of 32 farms has virtuaiiy stopped functioning. W 
operating. The others having been forced (often vioientiy) by 'w< 
to stop aii work and permanentiy iay off their iabour. 


I As the yeardraws to a ciose, 
s one of oniy 10 farms stiii 
ts’ with fuii Government support 
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sales floor). Not m 
need to be. 

Sam says he’s not prepared to walk off this farm unless he’s forced to; he’d rather find a buyer 
or someone to lease or Just stay here and farm. I understand his point, but I dread the thought of 
another year In this dreadful limbo, never knowing when some fsl cat will boot you off, or some 
disgruntled employee sell you out to the war vets (nearly had this a couple of weeks ago). 

Meantime. Sam has been trying to buy fertilizer, source coal, etc. for the next season. And God 
knows what we’re supposed to do for fuel. If the proposed new wages are approved our bill per 
month will be over ZS4, 000,000. And the workers will still struggle to make ends meet Don’t know 
how all this Is supposed to make business sense. But I do know that we need to get away from here 
to be able to build and feel positive again. I need to get my head around the things I can’t change 
(such as Sam trying to farm one more season) and find ways to be positive In myself. 

Letter written by a 
t^acco timer's wife: 
January 

it six weeks ago, Natlona^arks 





My day began with a baby elephant 
Wks took over two orphaned elephants from some people In Kariba, 
who had rescued them during the drought In the Zambezi Valley, but then found they were unable 
to afford the upkeep. The two babies got lost soon after arriving at the local Game Park, and the 
younger one was driven Into a dam nearby by poachers and their dogs, and slaughtered. The older 
one somehow survived for 12 days In the bush before It was found and then Incarcerated In a pen 
near the Parks Office. The Parks people were afraid they’d be In trouble If she escaped, so this baby 
has been In a pen - alone - for the last two weeks. They were told originally that they would have the 
baby elephants for a week, before someone would buy and collect them, and so they had food to last 
foronly aweek. 

You can guess the rest The food ran out, the elephant keeper walked to the nearest bus stop 
(Parks ha\« no fuel), and went to Harare to buy more. This round trip took three days, during which 
the elephant had no feed at all. Nobody at the Game Park has experience wtth baby elephants so she 
was left alone most of the time and was very distressed. 

When I heard about this, I phoned Sandra, who liaises with SPCA on wildlife Issues. She was 
visiting the Safari Park the very next day to release a rescued pangolin. The outcome of It all was that 

told a wildlife donor organisation about the problem and they agreed to fund the purchase of the 
baby, if Parks would accept their bid. We’ll hear today whether National Parks have agreed. If so, the 
aby will be moved to the Safari Camp and when she Is big enough, she’ll get Introduced Into a wild 

In the meantime, she has to be fed properly, so I drove over to the Game Park early this morning 
3 assess their stock of food - only enough for two and a half days of full-strength formula. I hope 
andra organises a move very quickly. I will visit the Park dally, and somehow we'll source the milk 
nd pronutro needed for the next short while. 

’Melu' Is heart melting - she reaches out her little trunk to you and pulls your hand to her mouth 
nd tries to suckle She Is so hungry, and \«ry lonely. 

I did suggest Sam might like to put up the USS2000 to buy her, but he declined. Just as well, 
low would we ever feed her without funding, and what would happen to her when she grew bigger? 

How has YOUR day been? 

Love Mom ■ 



I here’s a bonus feature on the Director's Cut DVD of Dances With 
Williams Is orchestrating the score. Following a seemingly perfect take, Ke« 
sound booth to give his own directions, while Williams Is breezily usurped l 
watch another (better?) man direct his orchestra. 


ves In which composer Jo 
I Costner emerges from th 
im his position and left to 


Not only Is it a perfect example of Costner's career-stymieing egomania. It also reflects the Importance 
filmmakers attach to the music which accompanies their creations. And Costner (for once) has raised a 
key point: when captured correctly, the fusion of music and film can be both physically and cerebrally 
rewarding. Films like 2001: A Space Odyssey, The Godfather and Jaws work not only because they're 
great rmvies but because they're examples of complete audlo/visual packages. But film music hasn't 
always been James Horner-style pomp and pageantry, so how are we to understand why they work and 
where they're headed next? 


Film music follows a set of strict rules. Hooks, themes and motifs produce a score that defines and 
reinforces a film's emotional message. The musical theme of a movie Is a particular melodic or rhythmic 
motif that appears whenever a certain event, usually the presence or entrance of a major character, 
occurs. It may sound facile, but this simple concept is actually underpinned by complex philosophical 
notions of Hegelian emotional gratification (they say). Put simply. It's the reason why music and film are 
able to coalesce with such ease. As stock emotions are played out, the accompanying music must 
follow suit 


Themes differ from background music In that they stand alone if removed from the context of the movie. 
Also, unlike background music, the song's lyrical content may be specifically relevant A theme Is usually 
repeated throughout the course of a film and Is often Introduced early on In the proceedings and then 
manipulated through its tempo, key and Instrumentation to fit the particular mood. 


If we were to pull a movie out of thIn-air- let's say Steven Seagal's 1991 aikido romp. Out For Justice 
(soundtrack by David Michael Frank) - we are able to observe that when Seagal’s partner gets capped li 
front of his doting wife, the musical motif Is played In a minor key. That's cinematic shorthand for ’be sai 
here'. Also, when Seagal eventually falls for his dead partner's wife, the music slows right down for this 
(mercifully brief) rorrtantic episode. A musical theme may also be hinted at as a character develops, and 
Is only played In full when that character finally reaches a peak. In Seagal's case, this Is when ramming 
corkscrew Into baddle William Forsythe’s forehead after days of fruitless chasing. Take that, Hegel. 


LWLIES CELEBRATES 100 
YEARS OF MOVIE MUSIC 


WORDS BY DAVID JENKINS 
ILLUSTRATION BY ROB LONGWORTH 



Film music has grown from humble roots, but has altered very little since Its earliest Incarnation. When 
the first silent films were shown in movie theatres, a live score sheet (known as photoplay music) would 
be sent along with the print so the pianist or In-house orchestra were able to play along with the action. 
Far from this being a romantic or atmospheric forefather of the trilling violins we now take for granted In 
big budget tearjerkers, these live scores were used primarily to drown out the sound of clunky projectors. 

Due to the weakness of amplifiers and poor reproduction quaitty, early Hollywood theatre owners 
envisaged a premature death for film music. Only later when in-house pianists realised that their score 
supplied the audiences with many of the film’s emotional cues did film music become a staple In 
cinemas. It’s bizarre to think that, by this logic, the film music we now experience in ear-bleedingly loud 
THX surround came around almost by accident. 

The first ’talkie’ was 1d23’s The Jazz Singer starring Al Jolson. Later, in 1928, Disney’s iconic Steamboat 
muie was the first film to completely creates soundtrack In post-production, including effects, music 
and dialogue. On through the ’30s and ’40s and up to the ’60s, music was truly embraced as a cinematic 
form. Stars like Marlene Dietrich, Danny Kaye and Fred and Ginger, along with directors like Busby 
Berkley and Vincente Minnelli, were repackaging film music to sultan America recovering from the 
depression and about to head Into war. Musicals such as 42nd Street, Top Hat, West Side Story and An 
American in Paris proved that film music could be more than Just incidental. 

It was during the ’50s, ’60s and ’70s that large-scale film scores became comrttonplace, although the 
standard orchestrations that had suited the talkies in previous decades were becoming Increasingly 
sophisticated to keep pace with the cinematic trends of the day. EnnIo MorrIcone's score for The Good, 
the Bad and the Ugly remains one of the most powerful in the history of cinema, while other smaller 
scale directors such as John Carpenter, Dario Argento and Abel Ferrera would record their own, 
electronically inflected futurist soundtracks to suit the rttore progressive themes their films explored. 

This was the era that popularised original soundtracks composed by artists who were already 
successful In their own right. A new generation of musicians had already begun to assimilate the aural 
language of cinema, and In many cases the music they produced overshadowed the films themselves. 
Tom Waits’ soundtrack to Francis Ford Coppola’s One From The Heart is certainly the stand-out feature 
of a dowdy and over-stylised romance, and the same goes for Bob Dylan's work on the Pat Garrett and 
Biiiy the Kid soundtrack. This rock celebrity scoring craze not only created a highly-lucrative new 
musical genre. It also led to a dichotomy between the narrative substance of a film and the emotional 
significance of its soundtrack. 

Nevertheless, the spectrum of emotions Induced by many film scores is often enough to push even the 
most plebeian of pop songs into a deeper field of meaning. Would 'Power of Love’ by Huey Lewis and 
the News have achieved the same astronomic success without Back to the Future? Would Joe ’’Bean” 
Esposito’s 'You’re the Best’ have captured that same emotional zenith without a crane kick to the face 
in Karate Kid? Would Eric Carmen’s risible 'Hungry Eyes’ have made It big without a spot of log-rattling 
Dirty Dancing? 

w 

y y hen Almee Mann wrote the songs that appeared on the soundtrack to Magnoiia, director 
PT Anderson said that he found the music she had written so powerful that he wrote much of the film 
around them. Sorrte directors relish the idea of plundering their record collections for songs to lay over 
their movies. Would the ’70s Philly soul group The Delphonics really have had a renaissance If their 
music hadn't been slathered all over Jackie Brown? 







if big is beautiful, these 
babies are X rated. 
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Petronius Oil 

Platform 
Gulf of Mexico 


Knock Nevis 

Location 

Undisclosed 

The largest vehicle currently In existence, 
the Knock Nevis weighs In at 564,763 tonnes 
(dead-weight) or 75,300 elephants to you and 
me. Originally built In 1979-81 fora Greek oil 
magnate, the ship undenivent extension priorto 
its completion to ensure It became the largest 
vessel ever built. Now, a full quarter-century 
later, it still holds this title. Standing 25 metres 
above sea level when full, the Knock Nevis Is a 
staggering 485 metres In length. If put upright It 
would stand 60 metres taller than the Petronas 
Towers of Malaysia, and that's Impressive even 
without Sean Connery suckered to the side 
Recently it was converted at a dry dock In 
Singapore and now doubles as a storage Island, 
^afs right - island. 

In her prime, the Knock Nevis held over 
solid months’ oil production from the 
largest platforms In the world. Or 3.6 million 
barrels. Considering you can fit two million 
barrels Into an average football stadium, and 
four million Into something the size of the 
Nou Camp In Barcelona, let’s Just put that In 
relevant terms. Each barrel contains 159 
or 60 large bottles of Coke So, the Knock 
: can store 336 million bottles, or, more 
Importantly, 1.176 billion pints. Cheers. 

., quite simply, adjective- stretchingly 
big. But It hasn’t always been beautiful. 

1st sailing the Hormuz Straits In 1986 she 
struck by Iraqi Exocet missiles, which 
compromised her hull. A sitting steel-duck, 
lever had a chance, and soon lay In the 
laden seabed of the waters aside Kharg 
Island In Iran. 

Even when not languishing on the sea 
, the Knock Nevis Isn’t exactly nippy. It 
t travel through the English Channel 
because Its turning circle Is too big, and it 
akes over 1 0 miles to stop. Bottom line: you 
ouktn't want to get In its way. And with only 
crew members required to sail It, no one 
lukt notice If you did. But accidents do 
happen - It’s 100 per cent larger than the III- 
Jfaled Exxon Veldiz, so, aside from missiles, 
-could nature cripple the Knock Nevis and spill 
its crude, black blood? 

The maximum theoretical wave-height In 
le of the world’s oceans (the height of waves 
«n In storms experienced once every 100 
ars) Is strikingly large A typical hurricane 
3ve can reach seven metres. Freak waves can 


reach 30 metres, and 100 year waves can hit 50. 
That’s almost 20 stories tall and phenomenally 
powerful. Such a wave would exert a pressure 
of 100 tonnes per square metre on a ship, far 
greater than the 15 tonnes ships are designed 
to withstand without damage Never mind the 
surfboard, don’t bother with your speedos and 
don’t board your Scarab - these waves don’t 
leave survivors. Worryingly, their wavelength 
(the distance from peak to peak) can be so 
great that they support opposite ends of boats 
with clear air between them. Not designed for 
such strains, supertankers are apt to snap In 
half. Nine ships are lost each year because of 
this phenomenon. So, big but not unbeatable 
Our advice? Stick to Stena. 

Millou Bridge 

France 

Constructed by Elffage and designed the right 
side of La Manche by Lord Norman Foster, this 
Isn't the longest bridge In the world, but It does 
hold the height record, standing an Impressive 
336.4 metres at its zenith. That’s 23 metres taller 
than the Eiffel Tower. 

Begun In 2001 and completed In 2005, the 
Mlllau spans a 2.5 kilometre gorge, uniting the 
flanks of the Tam valley. Bridging the motorway 
linking Paris and Barcelona, Its pioneering 
form bears testament to the Anglo-French 
collaboration of Its birth. Upon completion, 
Foster gushingly alluded to Its butterfly-llke 
delicacy, whilst local mayor, Jacques Godfrain, 
could only exclaim, "Bof!” 

The Mlllau Is a cable-stay bridge that 
consists of a web of steel attached to seven 
vertical pillars, and weighs In at 36,000 tonnes. 
Its Innovative construction cost £272 million, 
but it’s expected to recoup this outlay through 
toll rates. 

Its creation heralded a new age of span 
technology. Temporary supports were Initially 
created before the decks - cut using automated 
plasma machines operating at 28,000°C (four 
times hotter than the centre of the Earth) and 
robotic welders - were slid across piers by 
satellite-guided hydraulic rams, ensuring a 
perfect mid-valley meeting. The sides thus crept 
together 60 centimetres every four minutes until 
completion, at which point someone presumably 
superglued the edges. 

The Mlllau consists of 127,000 cubic metres 
of concrete, 19,000 metric tonnes of steel, and 
5,000 metric tonnes of pre-stressed concrete. 
Tough stuff; the construction company claims 
that the bridge will stand for at least 120 years. 


weather permitting, but if It’s anything like the 
Thelwall Viaduct, it’ll be closed for repairs come 
next winter. 

Taipei 101 

Taiwan 

Man’s voracious appetite for land effected the 
birth of the skyscraper. With nowhere left to go, 
the only way was up, and such Iconic structures 
as New York's Flatiron Building (1902) and 
Chrysler Building (1931) were born. In 2003 the 
Taipei 101 followed. 

Standing 509 metres tall, the 101, or Taipei 
Financial Center, comprises 1 01 above-ground 
stories of steel and glass. Designed by CY Lee 
& Partners, It echoes the traditional Chinese 
pagoda wHh its soaring-podlum base, eight 
tiers of eight stories (eight being the Chinese 
numberforgood luck), and a narrow pinnacle 
tower and spire - making It larger than the 
Petronas Towers In Kuala Lumpur. 

In an area susceptible to earthquakes 
and typhoons, this Isa bold project, but one 
which was carefully considered. A 730-ton 
ball-shaped damper located near the apex 
counteracts the swaying, and keeps the 
occupants steady on their feel However, 1 01 's 
sheer weight (700,000 tonnes) Is thought to 
have reopened an ancient earthquake fault that 
may cause trouble In the future. 

One such bone-shaker measuring 6.8 on 
the Richter scale struck during construction, 
destroying two cranes mounted on the growing 
shell. Tragically, the cranes toppled and 
killed five construction workers. New ones 
were sourced and erected, and Taipei was 
completed. 

Typhoons are also a prominent threat, 
but they don’t worry Lin Hong-ming, president 
of the Taipei Financial Centre Corporation. 

The 101 is designed to withstand winds of 60 
metres per second, so, as Lin says, “If there’s 
a flood, you are welcome to come and Join us." 
We'll see you In the food court. 

As well as being the tallest skyscraper. 

Its observation deck Is also the highest In the 
world. Remember, though, don't take the stairs. 
Two lifts (from a total of 61) serve most of 
the public tourist traffic, accelerating from the 
lobby to the observatory (floor 69) at almost 
40mph - that's a 39 second trip; the sort of 
performance you'd want from lifts costing over 
$2,000,090 each. The construction of the lower 
Itself had already set an Impressive pace. At 
one point they were completing almost one 
entire floor per day ■ 



ram putsin to putB to poutana, 
todays prostitutes are the first 
expletive spat off European 
tongues. But it wasn't always so. 

In ancient Greece, they were earthly 
representatives of the gods, hefaerae whose 
txidles were temples, and with whom sex was an 
act of religious worship. 

In Rome, meratrices may have been low on a 
social level, but courtesans In Renaissance 
Italy were a different brand. Armed with wit 
and oozing charm, these high-class hookers 
hung outwHh bankers, princes and merchants. 
They were novelists, poets, and, like latter 
day Christine Keelers, engaged In political 
espionage, taking secrets from one pillow to the 
next Veronica Franco, the sixteenth century 
Venetian courtesan on whom the 199B film 
Oengerous Seauiy was based, was a populist 
heroine who pioneered a stream of scandalous 
sisters doin’ it for themselves. 


In France, the foreffes, middle-class girls who 
dalHed with the bourgeoisie, were Immune from 
the law. But the streetwalkers scraping together 
money for their bmilles fought off drunken scum 
who offered little more than a black eye and a 
healthy dose of herpes. So much for epalffe. 

In Britain in the Middle Ages, prostitution was 
a booming trade, and municipalities tapped 
licensed brothels as a powerful source of 
Income. However, as sexually transmitted 
diseases (and prurient Protestants) took hold 
In the sixteenth century, brothels were closed 
throughout western Europe, and anyone caught 
dabbling was severely punished. 

Over the next 200 years, the laws fluctuated. 
Pans started registering Its prostitutes and the 
profession picked up a steady and recognised 
flow. But during the late nineteenth century, 
efforts were made to control the international 
traffic A congress In London in 1699 was 
followed by conferences in Amsterdam, London 
and Paris The result was a system of national 
agencies that co-operated to stem the tide. 

In 1949, a convention for the suppression of 
prostitution was adopted by the UN General 
Assembly. 

ccordingto Home Office estimates 
there are currently around 60,000 
women in Britain working as 
prostitutes, and half of those are 
under 25. Regulations state that lone prostHutes 
can offer sex from flats without breaking the 
law, but If she brings a friend the two can expect 
to spend up to seven years In the can. Almost 
£750 million Is spent on the trade, costing the 
government £250 million a year In tax revenue. 


Alice isn't your usual tottering skag hag In sling 
backs so beloved of media leader writers A 25 
year-old independent escort and sex worker 
In London, she has no Intention of quitting her 
profession, and Is riled over the government's 
didactic approach fo prostitution. "No-one 
can show you a society where there Is no 
prostitution,'' she says 'Where there is money. 

It happens." 

espite having been a sex worker for 
five years, she only tacitly sheds 
chinks of light on the Job before 
explaining: "At a brothel you buy 
a time wHh a standard service: normally a 
massage, oral sex and then full sex." Rates are 
between £50 and £60 for 20 minutes, and a busy 
day would Involve up to 10 clients inferspetsed 
with watching Trisha (on the TV. not In a 
room), having showers and reading women's 
magazines However, as the house always takes 
half the cash, anything between £300-£400 a 
day, Alice works Independently with regular 
clients, or those recommended by word of 
mouth, and keeps the full, tax-free amount 

As an escort, she charges £250 an hour, and can 
easily slot In a 3-Spm booking: afternoon tea: 
small talk, then sex before leaving. That^ Friday 
to Sunday, while the other four days of the week 
are given over to a 'straight' job. Dark circles and 
a tired complexion give away this dual life 

Eddie Murphy likes to pick up pre-op 
transsexuals In the wee small hours on Sunset 
Boulevard, but what makes other men visit a 
lady of the night? Alice explains that she's their 
escapism, an outlet to channel desires, 
fantasies and quirks From one moment to the 
next she might be a mum, a lesbian with a saucy 
lover, or even the kind of role which makes her 
feel less comfortable. "I get people who want 
me to dress up in a schoolgirl’s uniform, and 
that makes me feel weird because that's what 
paedophilia Is. I’ll ask 'How old am 1 7’ and he’ll 
say '12'. So I’H say ’Lets make me 16 for the 
sake of argument’ but at the end of ft. I'd rather 
they were here acting oid with an adult than with 
a real 12 year-okj.' a 
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Though willing to do anything that won't harm 
her health, she still draws the Kne at certain 
points. "I doni care atiout urinating on anyone 
- It's actually really hard to do on demand, and 
keep a straight face But I have a problem wKh 
taking people close to death. I'm not trained in it, 
and I don't want a dead body on my hands." 

ometimes, when she's very lucky, 
Alices Job doesn't involve sex at all. 
'Thera was one guy who paid £60 to 
tickle me on the outside of my legs 
while I stood In my underwear. I didn’t have to 
touch him, but I had to giggle.' Of the others she 
says, 'I often get young, good-looking men who 
are Just quite lazy and would rather guarantee 
themselves sex at the end of the night" Then 
there are the stereotypes. "Men who cheat 
on their wives, but dont want to have affairs 
because they’ll get busted. I'm more discreet I 
take my lipstick off, I don’t wear heavy perfume 
I wont show up on their doorstep and you dont 
develop an emotional relationship In any way." 


The cash? "It’s danger money. It^ not just 
physically dangerous It’s mentally dangerous. 
You’re living In a world that is so hostile towards 
prostitutes. You cant talk about It or discuss it 
with anyone, and you cant come home from a 
shft day and mull over it with your mum and dad. 
I started five years ago when I needed money. It 
didnt take long to decide I was happy to do H. It 
just took longer to do It well. 

"I had an assumption that I’d do something 
wrong - that I’d mn out of the room screaming, 
or no longer ^1 like a woman, or something 
Inside me would break. But none of those things 
happened. You just slip into the role I just have 
to separate my mind from my body, and my life" 

But If sex Is her Hfe. surely it must be the last 
thing she wants back In the real world? Alice 
shakes her head and destroys the myth. "It 
hasn’t really changed my own emotional view 
of sex. I've had men and women In my life as 
partners br pleasurable sex as opposed to 
commercial sex. It’s aH down to disassociation. 
That's why you give yourself s different name, 
make up stories about your Hfe. because that 
part of you is no longer you. 


D won't say I’m the same person 
I was five years ago. I have had 
some amazing sexual experiences 
with complete strangers In a pretty 
controlled environment and not been really 
drunk, or slept with my boyfnend's best friend. 
The anonymity can open up a lot of doors that 
you wouldn't normally venture through.' 

Her bmily have no idea about what she does 
and they never will. A scattering of her friends 
know she is a sex worker, but tired of constant 
efforts to save her and Interfere, the revelation 
has been limited to a select few. "People Judge 
you. They’ll talk about sex then turn to you at a 
dinner table and say 'Is that right?' People cant 
see past K.' 

She sighs "I’m pretty switched on and engaged 
In what's happening around me, which Is why I 
get frustrated when I’m reduced b an item that 
Is so loaded, emotive and Ill-Informed I get 
angry when people assume that everyone who 
Isa sex worker Is fighting to get out of it. It's 
true In a lot of cases, but It works well for a lot 
of women. 

"If the government wereni constantly trying to 
save you and people wereni always trying to 
interfere, it could be a simple Job' ■ 


s 


Thereso 

Divine 

Berkeley 

Brown 


le equivaleot of £350fl00 on I 


g sting opeiatioa tbgt revealed tisi hlgli-clasi 
Hollywood's tinfisL Charlie Sheen and billioni 


away the $2 mlllloa she earned from, publicity 
seedyend of Sunset Boulevard. 

j Pete j 
I Doherty | 



Nancy | 

Billie 

Spungen , 

Holiday 


The onglnal skag hag worked as a prostitute 
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Tt'CUSurCf'. Hand-produced from pure Virginia ieaf, and therefore iacking the 
stems and veins found in the average cigarette, Treasurers come siiver-tipped in an 
aiuminium case with watermarked paper and a hoiogrammed tear strip. Unsurprisingiy, 
they’re the most expensive cigarettes avaiiabie today. Launched in Dubai in 1999, 
these iuxury smokes now go for up to S28a pack, and are made with 100 per cent 
Virginia tobaccos biended to a strict, aii-naturai formuia. However, as one customer 
commented, “They’re a good smoke, but in the end, aii you’re doing is paying more for 
your cancer." 

Bravo, The adverse medicai consequences of smoking tobacco have been studied 
extensiveiy over the past 50 years. The consequences of smoking iettuce have not. 
Thanks to Bravo, that trend may have to be reversed. Originaiiy reieased to the US 
market in 1968, Bravos have recentiy been re-iaunched by their creator, Puzant C 
Torigian, now 82. Touted as The Safest Smoke’ the cigarettes are made using enzyme- 
treated iettuce ieaves that are dyed, shredded and roiied. Described by Torigan himseif 
as ’loierabie" (a iess than ringing endorsement of his own product) in the '70s Bravo 
was popuiar with Jazz composer Charies Mingus and Bugs Bunny voice artist Met 
Btanc. So far, sates of the re-iaunched Bravo have not iived up to their owner’s boast 
that they are the “answer to the smoking probtem". 

Death. Cigarettes wiii kiii you. This unavoidabie truth had tong been ignored by the 
industry untii, in 1991, The Eniightened Tobacco Company reieased Death cigarettes. 

A reaction to recentiy introduced advertising restrictions. Death cigarettes came in 
a btack packet adorned by a striking skuii and cross bones. Due to high taxation in 
the UK, the cigarettes were soid by maii order from Luxembourg, a move that was 


successfuiiy chaiienged by UK Customs and Excise, putting an end to their business 
in this country. However, during their short iife. Death were popuiar for their morbid 
honesty and accompanying piaying cards inciuded in each pack. These cards featured 
a skeieton in a iouche pose, and siogans which inciuded 'Smoking is A Fiithy And 
Discriminatory Habit’ and 'iron Lungs Are Not Cheap'. 

Morlands Blend. in the 'SOs, serious connoisseurs of certain means and 
tastes smoked Moriands of Grosvenor Street, London. The perfect biend of Baikan 
and Turkish tobacco, they were a favourite of Commander James Bond and his creator 
ian Fieming. The author had these cigarettes speciaiiy made fer him by Moriands, and 
iike his creation they had three gotd bands round the fiiterto signify the navai rank 
of commander. Moriands ciosed 20 years ago to great iamentation within London’s 
smoking community, but Turkish biends remain famous in the tobacco industry as 
offering the smoothest smoke around. 

Red Apple, smoke ’em if you got 'em, but chances are no one wiii e\«r get to 
sampie one of Hoiiywood’s favourite brands. Red Appie oniy exists in the movie 
worid created by Quentin Tarantino, and are enjoyed by Butch and Mia Waiiace in 
Pulp Fiction, and Ted the Beii Hop in Four Rooms. Adverts for the Red Appie brand 
can be seen in Kin Bill, and there’s a pack on the Gecko brothers’ dashboard in From 
Dusk 'Till Dawn. The design features a bright red appie with a smoking, smiiing 
green maggot protruding from the core. Smoking is a recurring theme in aii Tarantino 
movies and he is said to have created the brand (aiong with others iike Big Kahuna) 
to minimise the amount of product piacement obscuring the ‘Quentin’s Worid’ reaiity 
cruciai to his movies ■ 


A filthy habit? Not in the hands of this lot. 


Oscar Wilde 

mots were aeneiolly punctuated by 
pensive diags on what weie often opium- 
laced cigarettes. The author delighted 

smoking at the opening mght of Lady 

because he loved to, Famously he 
pronounced, "A cigarette is the perfect 
type of a perfect pleasure. It is exquisite 
and it leaves one unsatisfied. What more 


Marlboro Man 

Everyone has heard that the Marlboro 
Man died of cancer, but In reality 
there have been numerous actors who 
represented the brand, almost all of 


them fully invested in the habit. David 


faithful. Mclean died in 1995 of cancer 
resulting from smoking, and in 1996 his 
widow filed a lawsuit against Philip 
Morris Inc, the tobacco film behind the 
Marlboro brand. Mrs Mclean claimed 

by having to smoke up to five packs for 
lust one photo. Despite repeated attempts 
by Morns to get the case dismissed, the 
action remains in progress. 


James Dean 

Smoking Is cool and always has been. 

the icomc images of the last centuty is 
Dean dressed in black, looking wistfully 


In Hollywood as a parhculailyheavy 
smoket and was depicted as such in 
many Ulustrations and interviews (one 

having cigarettes stubbed out on his 
body). Despite this, when the US postal 


tor a stamp In 1996, me cigarette was 
digitally temoved. 

Mariene Dietrich 

Tstarted smoking during the war. Ihave 
kept It up ever since. It keeps me healthy." 
The actress ottendescribed as a walking 

passionate (11 deluded) smoker who 
favoured Sauloise and Chesterfields, 
despite once advertising Lucky Strikes, 


photographs of her smoking, Dietrich 
undeniably made her habit beautuul. hi 
a famous scene from Shangbar Express 
Dietrich sits In the dark, smoking a 
cigarettB, with a light that casts that 
poignant butterfly shadow. 


Humphrey Bogart 



blt.Hls chaiacters smok 





d did much 
'SOs and 'AOs, 


unfUtered Chesterfields and hard llquc 
Drinking and smoking was what he 

the poster boy of youm culture in the 

generation tor whom smoking was 
unquestioned. 




1/10 > Proportion of 
worldwide adult deaths related to smoking illnesses. 

2 > Position of smoking in global list of causes of 
death. 1 1 > Types of cancer caused by smoking (lung, 
bladder, mouth, throat, larynx, oesophagus, cervix, 
kidneys, pancreas, stomach, acute myeloid leukemia). 
22% > UK tobacco duty rate (cigarette). 23:1 > Ratio 
of tobacco industry ad expenditure versus state anti- 
tobacco spending in US. 50% > Proportion of current 
smokers who will die from cigarette-related illnesses 
worldwide. 400 > Number of toxic substances in 
cigarettes. 700 > degrees centigrade at tip of lighted 
cigarette. 53,000 > Number of deaths of non-smokers 
per year from second-hand-smoke-related illnesses in 
US. 1 14,000 > UK smoking deaths per vear. 5,000,000 
> Worldwide deaths per year from smoking-related 
illnesses. 10,000,000 > Predicted worldwide deaths 
er year from smoking-related illnesses in 2020. 1.3 
illion > Worldwide smokers. 12.7 billion > Dollars 
spent per year on tobacco advertising in the US. 206 
billion > Cost in dollars to tobacco industry of 1999 
class-action settlement. 400 billion > Value in dollars of 
global tobacco industry. 1 tril 
globally per year (estimated). 
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Mick Jagger 

Invocation Of My Demon Brother 
(Kenneth Anger, 1969) 

Callfomian-bam filmmaker Kenneth Anger was the dark angel of the 
American ’60s counterculture. Out homosexual, Tarot-obsessed occultist, 
and muckraking silver-screen tattletale responsible for Infamous gossip 
bible Holtywood Babylon, In his spare time Anger practiced filmmaking 
-an art he believed was "an evil force... its point Is to exert control over 
people and events". 

A sometime consort of the Rolling Stones, Anger was named as 
Inspiration for 'Sympathy For The Devil’, a favour he returned by featuring 
footage of the Stones’ funereal Hyde Park gig - filmed Just days after the 
death of guitarist Brian Jones - In his 1969 short Invocation Of My Demon 
Brother. 

Described by Its maker as "an attack on the sensorium". Invocation Is 
Anger’s sense of sinister, magickal abstraction at Its most fully realised: 
a nightmarish, fast-cut visual orgy of spinning Swastikas, Hells Angels 
motorcyclists, Vietnam war news reel and footage from an Occult ritual 
conducted by Anger and Church of Satan founder Anton LaVey. 

The film’s original score was shelved after the composer, Bobby 
Beausolell, was Jailed for his role In the Manson murders. Instead, the final 
soundtrack was penned by Mick Jagger, although few Stones fans will 
recognise old llzard-llps’ mark on this queasy 10-mlnute drone of primitive 
Moog synthesiserand LSD-tripping loop echo. 

A dedicated worshipper of the new pop culture, Anger has since 
been hailed as the forefather of the music video; Scorsese called him "a 
unique filmmaker, an artist of Incredible Imagination", claiming his use of 
pop music was a primary Influence on Mean Streets. Jagger, meanwhile. 


presently tours from cold cattle-shed to cold cattle-shed, selling Rolling 
Stones bomber-jackets for S1 00 a pop. Fans await his next synthesiser 
outing with... well, frankly, with absolutely no anticipation at all. 


Throbbing Gristle 
In The Shadow Of The Sun 
(Derek Jarman, 1972; 
Throbbing Gristle score, 1981) 


Throbbing Gristle's mission was less a musical operation than an all-out 
assault on society. Born out of radical performance art cell COUM, TG 
were the comic riff from The Aristocrats made (naked) flesh; orchestrating 
art events and live performances that reveled In self-mutilation, 
menstruation and defecation - an arsenal of party tricks that saw Tory MP 
Nicholas Fairburn denounce them as "wreckers of civilisation”. 

Musically, however, TG took things even further. Their debut album. 
Second Annual Report was ‘Industrial music’ In the sense that It literally 
simulated the grinding, relentless distortion of a fectory, while the song 
’Hamburger Lady’ seems unlikely to e\«r be co-opted to soundtrack a 
McDonalds advert featuring as it does a rather unpleasantly graphic 
description of a bums victim. 

But Throbbing Gristle weren't Just there for the nasty things In life. 

Their friendship with Derek Jarman, the gay activist and filmmaker 
behind 1977’s punk flick Jubilee, led to a long working relationship best 
experienced through TG's accompanying score to In The Shadow Of The 
Sun. Described by the filmmaker as "an English apocalypse, starting with 
a Journey to the stone circle at Avebury near Stonehenge”, It twinned 
Jarman’s dream-llke, slo-mo Super-8 Images wfth a soundtrack that 
captured the Industrial pioneers at their most serene and ambient. 



Jarman would later make pop videos for Pet Shop Boys and The 
Smiths. However, In 1986, he was diagnosed as HIV positive. The 
filmmaker spent the final years of his life In a small cottage In earshot of 
the quiet hum of Dungeness nuclear power station, out In the shingle- 
strewn wilderness of the English south coast. His work, however, has 
been preserved. The cottage garden Is surrounded by artworks made from 
flotsam and Jetsam washed up on the coast; and In The Shadow Of The 
Sun was Itself dusted down by a reformed Throbbing Gristle a quarter- 
century on, and performed afresh at their show at the Berlin Volksbuhne 
on New Year’s Day, 2006. 

David Bowie 

Labyrinth 

(Jim Henson, 1986) 

Try everything once: so. presumably, goes the maxim that has guided 
David Bowie's career from the Laughing Gnome to cocaine-addled Nazi 
salute - and, Indeed, from peerless pop genius to bandwagon-meets-cllff- 
edge disaster - with equal parts rapidity and unpredictability. 

At some point In the mld-'80s, Bowie decided the next wise artistic 
footfall would be to team up with the man behind The Muppets, adopt 
the persona of the Goblin King Jareth, and kidnap a small child while 
wearing a pair of leggings so tight It left few questions - particularly those 
concerning the specifics of length and girth - unanswered. 

It was, as they say, a more Innocenttime-afact confirmed by the 
soundtrack, where a suite of Bowie originals (most notably, valedictory 
soft-rock majesty 'As The World Falls Down’) rub up against fantasy 
soundtrack fare from composer Trevor Jones and a chorus line of Ores, 
Goblins, and very probably (although we hak«n'l checked) the Bog Of 
Eternal Stench. Mind you, viewed In the context of Bowie's ’80s oeuvre 
-or more specifically, between those twin pillars of awfulness that were 
'Dancing In The Street' and Ill-conceived noise-rock band Tin Machine - 
it’s actually pretty good. Fancy that. 


Faust 

Nosferatu 

(original film by FW Murnau, 1922: 
haust Wakes hiosferatu soundtrack 1997) 


Feuat Wakes Nosferatu marks the point where two pillars of Germanic 
modernism collapse Into one. Born out of the anarchic flux of left-wing 
politics and revolutionary fervour sparked off across Europe by the 
Parisian student uprising of May '68, Faust were one of the frontrunners 


of a kosm/sche German musclal movement known as 'Krautrock', a group 
that merged the tools of American psychedelic rock with the apparatus of 
post-World War II economic regeneration: angle-grinders, road drills and 
cement mixers, unleashed on stage with projectile vomits of sparks and 
the shrill squeal of metal on metal. 

Traditionally, soundtracks are supposed to be complimentary affairs, 
concoctions of sound that eddy and flow to enhance mood throughout 
a film's unfurling narrative. FausL however, knew that FW Murnau's 
Nosferatu - a landmark In silent cinema that told the story of Bram Stoker’s 
Dracula through the new cinematic language of German expressionism 
-succeeded In its disquieting alms Just fine without accompaniment. Their 
soundtrack, then, attempts more to emulate Nosferatu's sense of primitive 
Invention, crafting an assault on the senses that enhances the film's visual 
experience Into the realms of outright terror. 

And successfully, as It happens: a live performance at London’s Royal 
Festival Hall In 2000 saw dedicated cinephlles flee their seats In horror, 
Murnau's film used as mere backdrop for a performance that Included 
exploding fireworks, twisted metal and plumes of flame. 


Kevin Shields 

Lost In Translation (Sofia Coppola, 2003) 


Frontman of Irish dream-pop legends My Bloody Valentine, Kevin Shields 
was the auteur behind songs like To Here Knows When’ and ‘Soon’, 
crystalline lullabies that tamed the beast of feedback and used It to 
curiously entrancing ends. 

However, after 1991 's Loveless was hailed as a new sonic manifesto, 
albeit one that cost Creation Records £140,000 In studio fees and owner 
Alan McGee his sanity, the famously errant Shields signed to new 
major-label paymelsters Island, delivered one song (a cover, somewhat 
forebodingly, of ‘We Have All The Time In The World’) and disappeared off 
the face of the earth. 

Shields would reappear, sporadically, over the next decade: as touring 
guitarist for Primal Scream, as producer for a spree of second-rate Indie 
bands like The Beatings and Joy Zipper. His return to the pop frame, 
however, was as sudden as It was unexpected. 

Spiriting shimmering, neon clouds of gultaracrossthe sweeping pans 
and fatigued lulls of Sofia Coppola’s Lost In Translation, Shields’ dazed, 
waking-dream style proved an eerie compliment to the film’s evocative 
sense of mlles-from-home dislocation. Meanwhile, one new song, 'City 
Girl’, suggested that the Shields who so skillfully stroked your more 
detuned heartstrings might not be gone forever. Here’s hoping ■ 
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sked to cast a glance back at his childhood in the early 'SOs, Bobby Cannavale can put his finger on 
the film that made him want to become an actor. But it wasn't Star Wars, Raiders or any of the other 
movies that had boys across the western world blasting and whipcracking around the back garden. 
The film that fascinated Bobby was Henry V, Laurence Olivier’s patriotic tale of conquest in foreign 
lands. Mixing theatre with cinema, and packed with contemporary references, the film was part- 
funded by the British government as a piece of propaganda and roused Allied audiences around the 
world on its release in 1944. 

‘Wow. That movie really made me want to be an actor. I saw it when I was 10. That movie freaked me 
out: it’s such a great movie. In the beginning they’re all sort of overacting and then they become very 
natural. I remember being a kid and going ‘Wow!’ because I had already started doing plays. To see 
the difference like that really affected me.' 

A hugely inventive mix of theatrical play and cinematic reality, it's easy to see parallels between 
Henry I'’ and Cannavale’s latest, Romance & Cigerettes. Olivier’s movie begins with an aerial shot of 
Elizabethan London, referencing the bombed-out cities original audiences saw in newsreel footage. 
Characters are introduced on stage in a period rendering of the Globe, but they moi,« off the stage 
and into the world of cinematic reality. The battle scenes include a cavalry charge that could have 
come straight out of the westerns, and so the genre-routing scenes go on. 


Henry V. Wow! 
That movie 
freaked me out. 


There are no charging knights in Romance S Cigarettes, but director John Turturro indulges in a 
similar cocktail of styles and influences, with references to musicals, Greek tragedy and pop culture 
all packed onto the screen. Unrestrained by the limits of realism, the actors can indulge in the sort 
of 'overacting' that is more often associated with the stage, and that so caught Cannavale’s eye in 
Henry V. 

Like Turturro and Gandolfini, Cannavale started out in the theatre If the stories are to be believed, his 
mother had him sign up to after- school drama classes to keep him off the streets and out of trouble 
in the tough New Jersey neighbourhood where they lived. After moving away to Florida and finishing 
high school he moved back to New Jersey to be near the New York theatre scene Scrapping his way 
up through the ranks, he worked dead-end Jobs as bouncer or barman by night and read for casting 
directors during the day. He didn’t opt for formal training at drama school, and instead fell in with the 
crowds of other aspirant actors hawking New York’s theatres in the late ’80s, looking for any role that 
would get him in front of an audience. 

His first break came serving as a reader for the prestigious but now defunct Circle Repertory 
Theater, a New York institution that has been home to such heavyweights as John Malkovich, 

William Hurt, Kathy Bates and Alec Baldwin. He describes his years there as his education, giving 
him the experience and apparatus to take on a range of roles in more recent years. Turturro, for 
example, used techniques from the theatre to prepare his actors for their roles in Romance. “I made 
them do silly games and etercises, which they never do,” he explains. "They were mortified but you 
want to get them to be free” The techniques clearly worked on Cannavale, who shines in the film 
as Fryburg, a high-kicking, cock-shaking Romeo who camps it up to the extreme in his pursuit of 
Baby (Mandy Moore). 

Just one of many references to popular culture in the film, Fryburg’s high camp will resonate with 
some audiences as a pastiche of Cannavale's Emmy-nominated role as Will Truman’s boyfriend in 
Will end Grace. For while he constantly returns to the theatre for examples of roles that he is proud 
of, Cannavale first caught middle America’s eye in 1999 playing lovesick paramedic Robert 'Bobby' a 




Caffey in the hospital drama Third Watch. The show propelled Cannavale Into America’s living rooms, 
and while he maintains that “there’s a lot of luck involved in television", he has successfully scored 
roles In a string of hits, including Six Feet Under, Sex and the City and Aliy McBeal. 

His first foray Into the movies came In 1996 when he appeared as 'Parking Lot Customer’ In I'm Not 
Rappaport, a film starring an ageing Walter Matthau. In 1994 he married Jenny Lumet daughter of 
Sidney Lumet, and he had small parts In Night Palis on Manhattan and Gioria In the late '90s, both 
directed by his father-in-law. Howe\«r, the breakthrough came In 2003 with The Station Agent a quiet 
and touching tale of three misfits written and directed by Cannavale 's long time friend Tom McCarthy. 

A low-budget movie shot back In New Jersey, the cast was composed of old friends from the New 
York theatre scene, and their camaraderie and sense of community shines out of the film. The part 
of Joe, the loudmouthed but lonely coffee vendor was written especially for Cannavale with his Input, 
and the result Is a character that lives and breathes. While Cannavale will concede to being Just as 
talkative as Joe, he attributes the natural acting to McCarthy’s ensemble approach, with the actors 
spending time together and Improvising on set despite a tight budget and deadline: “It wasn't Just 
'come and play this parL' everybody loved It. They’d get In their car and come out to New Jersey 
for a day and shoot these parts. I think that’s a hard thing to get anywhere else, especially LA" And 
It shows; the film’s three main characters are wrapped In their own loneliness and Isolation, but 
scenes glow with warmth and a genuine sense of friendship that adds an extra depth to their shared 
experiences. 


The Station Agent won the Audience Award at the 2003 Sundance Film Festival, and went on to 
receive widespread acclaim. Suddenly the scripts were pouring In, but the man who came of age at 
the Circle Rep refused to take on anything that didn’t Interest him, branding 19 of the 20 scripts that 
arrived each day as “totally unreadable, total garbage." Of course the Increased exposure did have 
Its benefits, and actors he had long admired began approaching him to speak about his work; people 
like Steve BuscemI, Stanley TuccI and Mike Nichols congratulated him. Inspired by such luminaries 
he began working out the next move. 

I wanna be that guy who people 
mention and they don't know who 
you're talking about. 

Speaking to Film Freak Central In 2003, he outlined his alms for the next few years. “I Just want 
different parts, I wanna be that guy who people mention and they don’t know who you're talking about 
until you say a few movies they’ve been In and then people are amazed that It’s the same person. 
Guys like Paul Glamatti, Phil Hoffman. 

“I’d love to work with Almodovar, with Jim Jarmusch - yeah man, and Alexander Payne, I really dig 
him, man. I wanna work with people who love movies, with Miguel Arteta and the WeKz Brothers, 

Mike White, Wes Anderson, the Coen Brothers. Yeah man, that knowledge, that love Is obvious and 
Infectious and I really want to be a part of that vibe." 

As In the earlier years when he was working the doors and bars of New York to earn a crust, he 
claims not to care about the money Involved. “You audition for so much shit, and If at the end you 
can get a good movie that tells a good story, well. It’s all there Is and enough. I think there will always 
be people who are Incapable of writing the big Hollywood film and those are the people that I want to 
work with - people like me who are Just Incapable of sitting down and watching Armageddon." 

He’s clearly not about to limit himself to the leftfleld though, as proven by 2004 's Shall We Dance, a 
romantic comedy with Richard Gere and Jennifer Lopez that gave him exposure to a wider audience 
than The Station Agent. With Romance & Cigarettes he has returned to the more theatrical Impulses 
that have driven his career from the beginning, and with a long list of Illustrious directors In his sights 
he Is set to explore his range even further ■ 
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Ingapore, April 199S. Tommy Chui had been missing for three days when they found his corpse - a 
sodden red speck Hosting In the greasy din of the hartsour. The body was scarred with the evidence 
of rituaiistic torture, but the pathologist's report indicated that Chui was stiii alive when he was 
trussed in a iaundry sack and drowned. 

Washington, October 2001. The terrorist attacks were a biessing in disguise. Facing muitipie 
allegations of racketeering, corruption, fraud and money laundering, Big Tobacco was against the 
ropes. The Financiai Anti-Terrorism Act - soon to be snappily renamed The Petriot Act - iooked like 
the end. It was time to call the White House. 

Bogota, October 1999. Jos Manuel Arias Carrizoea was not used to being threatened. But he 
listened. The Executive Director of the Columbia Federation of Departments was told that he needed 
to understand that Philip Morris was lobbying hard for an aid package. That this aid package would 
benefit ali Columbia. That the only problem they could foresee was the troubling matter of a lawsuit, 
a lawsuit being aggressively pursued by his office. This, he was told, was not in the Department's 
best interests. As he turned to leave. Philip Morris Vice President, J Armando Sobaivarro, quietly 
suggested that should it continue, there would be blood. J 







From the slate skies of Surrey to the sepia-bleached highways of Latin America, Big Tobacco is the 
creeper in the capitalist Jungle. A $400 billion a year goliath concentrated in the hands of three major 
players - British American Tobacco, Philip Morris and RJ Reynolds - its influence reaches from the 
top tables of Anglo-American government to the scarred heart of some of the world's most damaged 
economies, its story is one of corruption, manipulation, fraud and violence. Big Tobacco stands 
accused of crimes ranging from abetting terrorism, to co-opting Columbia’s drug cartals. So why are 
they yet to face prosecution? 

Money, inevitably, Is the root of this evil. In effect, there are two tobacco Industries: one is a 
legal player whose global product provides taxes which pay for heafth care, schools and social 
infrastructure; the second Is a darker, dirtier affair. 

Over ore trillion 'sticks' are shipped worldwide each year, up to one third of these are smuggled. 
Tobacco taxes raise the price of imported cigarettes to give home-grown markets a competitive 
advantage. To fight this, the tobacco companies created a parallel service in smuggled cigarettes. 
Using back door distribution channels pioneered by the drugs trade, they ntainiain a steady 
and affordable supply of their own brands. This 'transit' business Is run through local offices or 
subsidiaries, giving the parent companies plausible denlabllity should anybody get caught. But 
documents released to the public after a $200 billion slate settlement In 1998, reveal that this trade 
was planned and discussed at the highest levels. In Columbia alone It Is estimated that the trade In 
black market cigarettes has cost the government $500 million over the last decade. 

It has also led to the legitimisatlon of gangsters and drug-runners in a violent black market network 
corttrolled by tobacco companies. It's the collateral damage of these networks that leads to places 
like Singapore harbour. 

T 

ommy Chui was a businessman, though far from respectable. As a director of Giant island Limited, 
the distribution arm of BAT'S Hong Kong operation, he was a major player In an $8 billion blockbuster 
smuggling scam. Employing a corrupt official from the Customs and Excise Department, Chui would 
release cigarettes from a government bonded warehouse, load them on to a truck then switch the 
driver. The cigarettes were taken to a timber yard In the new territories where they were concealed in 
hollowed-out wooden bales and smuggled out of the country. 

The prefalem for Chui was that hoUbean videotaped doing this by Hong Kong's Independent 
Commission Against Corruption. It didn't take long to convince him to become the ICAC's star 
witness In a case that implicated two major triad societies as well as Jerry Lul. a senior staffer from 
BAT (HK) Ltd. who stood accused of pocketing part of a $13 million bribe. Lul fled the country, as did 
Chui's co-directors, Wing-Wah Hung and Tsoi-Jan Chong. Chong would later commit suicide, while 
Lui was extradited from the US and sentenced to over three years in prison. He was later released on 
a technicality. Not that Chui lived to see any of It. 

He was abducted from his car by five members of the Wo On Lok, who left three keys behind to 
symbolise the breaking of a triad bond. The diving belts which weighed down the laundry sack were 
similarly arranged. Police reports suggested that the body was deliberately allowed to float to the 
surface - a warning against further betrayals 

The triads aren’t the only organised crime society implicated in tobacco smuggling. In 2003, 
Neapolitan Ma/ioso Gerardo Cuomo testified that he had had the personal backing of Montenegrin 
president Milo Djukanovic In an operation that brought RJR cigarettes across the Adriatic and into 
the EU. Working alongside the local mob, the Camorra, Cuomo had been guaranteed an exclusive 
distribution license by Djukanovic, In return for a hefty cut. The president, a protogd of alleged war 
criminal Slobodan Milosevic, is still protected by his diplomatic immunity. 

Think this kind of thing only happens In the war-torn remnants of Eastern Europe? In the US, 
Republicans have received 82 per cent of political contributions made by tobacco comparties since 
1997. That's almost $15 mrHion. This kind of generosity has its price, and it's one being paid by the 
American people. 4 



Facing a billion dollar back-tax bill from Canada, an array ot Federal and international prosecutions, 
and put on the back foot by the Patriot Act (which expanded the definition of money laundering 
and allowed cases brought by foreign governments to be tried by US legal standards), the tobacco 
companies called in a fe^ favours. Enter Michael Oxley, then Chairman of the House Financial 


Services Committee. 




Oxley removed Section 107(b) from the Patriot Act, the section that would have allowed the US 
Mustice Department to pursue its case against the tobacco giants. According to Congressman Henry 
Waxman, "The tobacco companies didn't care that in striking that provision they might have opened 
the American people to greater risk of... funding terrorist groups that might attack our people." That 
done, he added an amendment that specifically blocked any possibility of a US court hearing a claim 
for damages from a foreign government. The bill passed through the House on Octobe^^lh; the day 


in anthrax s< 


le close to causing amass evacuation, 




in the Senate reacted with outrage. Oxley’s amendment was axed, but 107(b} 

wasn't reinstated. According to one Insider, “What was left out was far more important than what was 
not put in." A year later four Arab Immigrants confessed to sending the profits of cigarette smuggling 
to their contacts in Hezbollah, while fourteen others went on trial in North Carolina charged with 
'aiding and abetting a terrorist organisation’. ^ ^ 
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efore we get too smug it's worth remembering that in the UK, Ken Clarke, a director of BAT who 
blames national governments for creating their own smuggling problems, has fought three Tory 
leadership contests. And in 2001 the senior Middle Eastern diplomat in London, His Excellency Easa 
Saleh al-Gurg of the United Arab Emirates, was embroiled In a smuggling scandal that implicated 
s. This, however, pales in comparison to the situation in Columbia. 




The province of La Guajira is a dust-choked phantom zone on a tortuous transit route that floods the 
local market with Illegal goods.These goods are moved by the local Way'uu tribe, wFio work alongside 
the tobacco companies, evading local tariffs and supplying Columbia’s ubiquitous kiosks with a 
steady stream of smokes. 


Reynolds American Inc 

Shlp^ntVttlunis^iao billion (US) 
Operating Incomn £6S2 million ' 
Market Share: 30% (US) 
Brands: Camel, KOOL, Winston, | 
Salem, DunhlU, Lucky Strike 


In less than 10 years, Columbia's tobacco industry was decimated, and as the amount of hectares 
dedicated to tobacco leaf shrank, many farmers made the only decision available to them and 
Switch^ their crop to coca. When faced with the evidence of smuggling, the tobacco companies 
- while disavowing all knowledge - btamed high import taxes for the problem, and lobbied hard to get 
them reduced. By the mid '90s these tariffs had dropped substantially. 


Btltlsh American Tobacco 

Shipment Volume: 853 billion (Global) 
Operating Income: S2.8 billion 
Market Share: 14.4% f^oba)^ 
Brands: B8tH, Rolhmbns, Wlnlleld, ^ 


Eventually, the government and the industry came to an understanding, and with an arrangement 
struck, the Illegal Imports came to an abrupt stop. While the Columbian authorities breathed a sigh 
of relief, there was bitterness in La Guajira, where unemployment among the Way'uu rose by 20 per 
cent. Said one, “They didn't need us any more. They owe us a lot of money." 


F •! 


A local Customs report from the late '90s, supported by the investlgab'ons of a field team from 
the Treasury’s Financial Crimes Enforcement Unit, concluded that one of the major Actors of the 
tobacco smuggling epidemte was its close ties to the huge profits being made by Columbian drug 
cartels in the US. Narco-dotlars from the States were used to acquire Illegal cigarettes which were 
transferred through Caribbean tax havens and sold back to Columbians as part of a bewllderlngly~ 
complex money-laundering scheme. . 


The investigation was carried out despite strong opposition in pollUcal quarters. That’s no surprise 
in a system where one governor, Santo Lopeslerra, is known as 'The Marlboro Man' and where ex- 
president Ernesto Samper received $500,000 ir^ampaign funds from Philip Morris. Former Minister 
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Judy Garland and David 
Rose, Vincente Minnelli, 

Sid Luft, Mark Herron and 

Mickey Deans. Others chalked up more notches on 

the ring finger, but when it comes to a combination of bad luck, bad decisions, 
bad drugs and bad husbands, Judy Garland blazed a trail all the way down the 
yellow brick road. 

Even before The Wizard of Oz made her America’s rosy-cheeked 
sweetheart, Garland’s had been a torrid life. From a young age she suffered 
vicious psychological abuse from her mother. Ethel, and lived on a diet 
of uppers and downers fo meet the demands of the gruelling vaudeville 
circuit. Perhaps the only man she ever really loved was her father, Frank, a 
homosexual (some say a paedophile) who died In 1935. The rest of her life 
was a search for his replacement. 





Lynn Redgrave and 

John Clark. There’s nothing quite like 

seeping it in the family. The divorce of actress Lynn Redgrave 
from husband John Clark made the headlines in 1998 when it 
was revealed that Clark had fathered an Illegitimate son. 

After 32 years of marriage Clark decided to drop the 
bombshell that their grandson, Zachary, was actually his own 
child, the Illegitimate offspring of an affair with Redgrave’s 
personal assistant-turned-daughter-ln-law, NIcolette Hannah. 

Hannah’s rrtarrlage to Lynn and John’s eldest son, Ben, 
was short-lived, but the charade regarding the mysterious 
paternity of her child from a ’previous relationship’ was 
continued. It was only when Clark reportedly demanded that 
Hannah keep contact with Zachary, prompting her to file a 
restraining order against him, that his adultery was uncovered. 
Worried that she would go to the press and sell her story, Clark 
told his family the truth over Thanksgiving dinner "Love the 
turkey, Lynn. By the way..." 

The subsequent divorce was drawn out and messy. It 
was followed by a second court case In 2001 after continued 
financial wrangling over a $240,000 cottage In LA that had 
allegedly been signed over to NIcolette andZachary for tax 
purposes without Lynn Redgrave’s knowledge. Her millennial 
bad luck continued when she was diagnosed with breast 
cancer the following year. 

Clark claims to be sorry about his ex-wife’s Illness, but he remains 
unrepentant about his affair. Just months after being exposed, he dismissed 
their divorce as a 'tiff' on US television, stating, 'I think we’re Just a little old 
for all this nonsense... I love you. Settle down and lighten upT That’s right 
John, It’sall her fault.. 


Debbie Reynolds and Eddie 


Fisher. 


On Valentine s Day, 
1992, Farrow, sent AI.Len 
a silk heart vs^ith a biire 
plunged in the middle. 


Dabble and Eddie appeared opposite each other In his debut Bundle of Joy. 
Later that year, their own bundle, daughter Carrie, was born. 

Now established In the Hollywood star system, the couple became 
friends with fellow high profilers, Elizabeth Taylor and Michael Todd. In 1958 
when Debbie gave birth to a son they named him Todd In honour of Taylor’s 
husband. Shortly after this birth Michael was killed In an aeroplane accident. 

Grieving Liz turned to her best friends for support, only to get a little more 
than she bargained for. While Debbie took care of Liz's children, Eddie became 
more than an emotional crutch to the merry widow. By the end of the year the 
adulterous affeir had become Journalistic fodder In the very magazines that 
had led the hoopla over the sunny couple at the beginning of their relationship 
In a memorable Interview on American television In 1958, Taylor openly 
spoke of her need to move on stating, 'Mike’s dead, and I’m alive, what do you 
expect me to do, sleep alone?' Obviously not, especially when, by her own 
account Eddie was the greatest of the many lovers she aver had. 

This famous love triangle resulted In divorce for Eddie In 1959 and a 
subsequent marriage to Liz (before he was publicly humiliated and dumped 
for Richard Burton). Though Fisher was ruined, the blanket press coverage 
rejuvenated Reynolds’ career, making her next three films Instant hits. Both 
women played their parts enthusiastically - Taylor as the femme fatale and 
Debbie as the Innocent victim, a scenario that continues to sell movies today. 
Penelope and Nicole, Angelina and Jennifer anyone? 


Woody Allen and Mia 


Farrow. / 


• Although Woody and Mia never married, their spilt Is 
one of the most famous In Hollywood’s gloriously tawdry history. 

Despite living In separate homes either side of Central Park, their 
relationship lasted 12 years and spanned 13 films. Mia already had three 
children from her previous marriage to composer Andre Previn, and had 
adopted three others. The brood Increased to seven during her time with Allen 
after the couple adopted two more. 

The relationship dissolved In a spectacularly bitter break-up In 1992. After 
finding naked photographs of her (and Andr^%) adopted daughter Soon-Yi 
Pr6vln In Allen’s Upper East Side apartment, Farrow suspected that she was 
being abused. But at the age of 21, Soon- Yl was very much a consenting 
adult. In fact the two had fallen In love, a scenario perhaps predicted In Allen’s 
1980 book. Side Effects where he writes, ‘I am In love with two women, not a 
terribly uncommon problem. That they happen to be mother and child? All the 
more challenglngl" 

On Valentine’s Day 1992, Farrow reportedly sent Allen a silk heart with a 


knife plunged In the middle, representing the broken nature of her own bond 
with her ex-lover and daughter. An Infamous custody battle saw both sides 
hurl accusations of physical and emotional harm against the flock of children. 
Amid the torrent of press attention surfaced rumours of child abuse against 
l^rrow and Allen’s biological daughter Dylan, though the claim that she was 
sexually molested was strongly denied by Allen and found unsubstantiated 
by the courts. 

Farrow won custody of their three children, with all unsupervised visits 
banned. She even went as far as changing the names of her son Satchel to 
Seamus, and daughter Dylan to Eliza. In 1997 Woody Allen (62) and Soon-YI 
(27) married In Venice, a marriage that his former family are yet to accept. 


Ethel Merman and Ernest 

Borgnine. The short-lived marriage between Annie Get Your 
Gun star Enfel Merman and actor Ernest Borgnine may be the most bizarre 
and mysterious relationship of them alt 

After three failed marriages and a bitter spilt from co-star Fernando Lamas 
which played Itself out In public on the Broadway stage (Lamas would wipe 
his mouth In front of the audience after kissing her). Merman met and married 
Ernest Borgnine on June 26, 1964. The truth behind the disastrous 32 days 
that followed remains the stuff of myth and legend. 

In an Interview with the British Film Institute, Borgnine claimed It all 
started going wrong on their honeymoon. After a ceremony In Borgnine’s 
back yard, a honeymoon In Hawaii followed where (so he said) Ethel grew 
Increasingly agitated at the lack of attention from members of the public who 
passed her by In order to talk to him, then famous as rom-com putz Marty. 

The Broadway celebrity had been trumped by the silver screen star, and Ms 
Merman didn’t like It. After 32 days of Intense Jealousy, arguments and rages 
Borgnine departed with a curL 'Madam, bye' and the couple divorced on July 


Rumours spread In the press and amongst friends of Merman’s alleged 
bisexuality, culminating In an affeir with pulp novelist Jacqueline Susann. 
Others have suggested that Borgnine tormented Merman with cruel tricks, 
most notably the Infamous ’Dutch Oven’ where he was able to ’trump’ Merman 
yet again, this time In a more literal sense by trapping her under the bedsheets 
and forcing her to breathe In his toxic gases. 

Though there were dark hints that Borgnine got so drunk on his wedding 
night that he felled to perform his most Important new duty. Merman’s story 
Is less Illuminating. In her autobiography, she felt the need to devote a whole 
chapter to her fourth marriage. It consisted of one crisp, blank page ■ 
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Provocateur did the unthinkable. The super- 
lingerie label brought high-class erotic sophistication to Britain’s 
reintroducing us to the raunch of romance 
On the other side of the Atlantic, however, a darker side to sex 
fashion broods. 

There exats a world of men wearing long mink fur coats, Hme 
ilts. gold chains, jewel-encrusted chalices, fancy 
wide-brimmed hats and alligator shoes. It’s ghetto 
darling. It’s pimp fashion. 

Although the styled precise origins are hard to trace, mack- 
of The Game’ have somehow managed to strut their way to 
na. pimps have gone from the lowest of the low to lake their place 
feted pop cukurs heroes. 

Nowhere is tha more apparent than In hip-hop, where artists 
Snoop Dogg. Too Short, and self-proclaimed ‘motherfuckln’ 

SO Cent, have built careers and boosted record sales by 
'attng the llfeatyle. 

Hip-hop tributes to the pimp game help glamorise the 
iiDtaeeian. But this Is no musical innovation. Pimpin’ belongs to the 
The popularity of the mack among those driving the multi- 
rap industry can be explained by a generation of 
growing up on a diet of ’70s blaxploitation films the moment 
subculture went mainstream. 

Blaxploitation flicks Kke The Mack, Super^. and Willie 

glorified the pimp's lifestyle of money, girls and clothes, 
fashion’s flamboyant urban sleaze became entrenched In the 
consciousness and a stereotype was born. Both Snoop and 
Short admtt to being mesmerised by the flashy success of the 
iploltMion pimps, and buying into the image. 

Or as Snoop pul It 'When I started seeing those ’70s movies, 
helped me to mors or less pick who I wanted to be in life, how 
I be In life, how I wanted to represent me ' Pimp fashion’s 
tun was secured, a negative stereotype inverted into something 
strive towards, and a pimp’s trappings became the ultimate sign 
success 

And now that today’s proponents of pimp culture are flashing 
k cash, filling their videos with subservient beauties, and selling 
mack^ lifestyle as the new American Dream, another generation 
r be set to buy Into that bntasy. Because let’s face K. pimpin’ ain’t 
y. but somebody’s gotta do It ■ 
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J LWLies reyin willnotbe 
inhibited bj any perceived rules. 
Just as movies are about more than 
the two hours jou spend sitting 
in the cinema, our reviews are a 
chance to talk about much more 
than the immediate experience 
of the film in t^uestion. There 
are many di^erent aspeas of the 
movie-going experience and voe will 
embrace them all. 


Anticipation 

Ever waited six months for a hox- 
office behemoth? Read a hook that 
you loved and nervously watched 
the adaptation? Been pleasantly 
surprised by an off-the-radar 
independent? Anticipation plays a 
crucial role in your reaction to a 
movie. Rather than ignore it, we 
think it should be measured and 
acknowledged as part of the movie- 
going experience. 




Enj oyment 

All other things aside, how did you 
feel for those two hours? Were you 
glued to your seat? Did the film 
speak to your soul? Was it upsetting, 
disappointing, or just plain boring? 
Were you even awake? 

Marktd out of 5. 


For space age, multimedia fun 
check out the trailers from 16 of 
this issue’s cinema releases on 
your cover DVD. 


CHAPTER FOUR. 
IN WHICH WE 
DISCUSS THE 
LATEST FILIVl 
RELEASES 


In Retrospect 

Great movies live with you; you 
carry them around wherever you 
go and the things they say shape 
the way you see the world. Did 
this movie fade away or was every 
moment burned into your retinas? 
Was it a (^uick fix action flick, good 
for a rainy Sunday afternoon? Or the 
first day of the rest of your life? Did 
you hate it with a fury only to fall 
in love with a passion? Or did that 
first love drain away like a doomed 
romance? 

Marktti out o/J. 



THREE 

BURIALS 


DIRECTED BY 
S^R&NG To^y LM 
Jones. Barry PaAMr, 
JiiloCeaarCedgo 


When Mexican 

vaquam, Melquiades Estrada (Julio 
Cesar Cedillo), is recklessly killed 
by trigger-happy border patrolman 
Mike Norton (Barry Pepper), and 
dumped In the first ditch this side 
of the Rio Grande, best friend Pete 
Perkins (Tommy Lee Jones) knows 
what needs to be done He tracks 
down the officer who killed him, 
makes him disinter the body and 
forces him to embark on a voyage 
of biblical proportions across the 
border and deep Into the Mexican 
high desert. Their goal: to fulfil 
Melquiades’ final wish by burying 
him In his hometown of Jimenez, 
Chihuahua, Mexico. 

A poetic journey through the 


absurdities of a world separated 
by arbitrary lines drawn on a 
map. Three Burials Is more than 
reminiscent of Faulkner’s As/ Lay 
Dying. In Faulkner, floods, fire. 
Injuries and mental breakdown 
plague a Emily’s efforts to bury 
the matriarch In her hometown. 

In Three Burials, Pete, Patrolman 
Norton and Melquiades’ corpse 
climb mountains, cross rivers, and 
traverse the high plateau while 
being pursued by the authorities. 
Throughout the journey, Norton Is 
made to look alter the body which, 
castigated by the sun, descends 
further Into the unrecognisable 
realms of rotting flesh. 

Like Faulkner, Jones Is a 


southernerand knows a Texas 
border town like few directors 
do. Here, cowboys, guns, shoddy 
watering holes and the cultural 
prison of small town USA all reign 
supreme, making Ita credible 
pastiche of the old Wild West. The 
fact that most of the film was shot 
on location on Jones’ own ranch 
certainly couldn’t hurl 

The screenplay by Guillermo 
Arriaga, of Amores Perros and 
21 Grams ^me. Is typically non- 
linear, jumping back and forth 
as he meticulously glues this 
Immigrant’s afterlife together. Along 
the way, the film does a good job 
of demystifying the Illusion that 
there’s a better life across the 


border. Its subversive message 
Is clear: the stupid, the ugly, the 
beautiful and the humane have no 
passport, country or home. In the 
end, like It or not, we’re all pretty 
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“And after that one 

crazy summer, we Just knew that 
life would never be the same 
agalnl" Okay, so they don't actually 
say the line, but The Squid and 
The Whale Is undoubtedly, 
resplendently even, one of THOSE 
f Ims. You know the kind - an 
eccentric family, a tortured teenage 
protagonist, and the unexpected 
external event that forces a 
bittersweet epiphany about the 
cruelly compromised yet peculiarly 
comforting nature of the adult 
world upon said protagonist. 

As a genre, the post-lronic- 
exlstentiakcomlng-of-ager Is 
currently endemic. Swing a cat 
and you’ll hit Thumbsucker, The 
Chumscrubber, RogerDodger, 
Tadpole, and Raising Victor 
Vargas. For the hard-grafting 
Independent filmmaker. It has 
become THE mark of creative 
authenticity. It screams of self- 


revelation, of biographical 
honesty, and of unfussy, 
unsophisticated emotional truth. 
And, in Its triumphantly calcifed 
formula. It annually dominates the 
Sundance Film Festival, where It's 
Instantly transformed Into a signifier 
of self-conscious cinematic cool for 
niche audiences around the globe. 

And so it Is with The Squid 
and The Whale. Here, director 
Noah Baumbach takes the quasl- 
autoblographlcal trowel to his own 
existence by telling the story of 
tortured teenager Walt Berkman 
(Jesse Elsenberg), whose life will 
never be the same again after 
parents Bernard (Jeff Daniels) and 
Joan (Laura LInney), both writers 
and self -obsessed Intellectuals, 
decide to divorce. Naturally, Walt 
gradually Implodes, Is caught 
cheating at a school talent contest, 
rudely rejects his new girlfriend 
and eventually looses his formerly 


unshakable faith In his father’s 
genius. But, as the formula dictates, 
aftera softly surreal catharsis In 
the Natural History Museum, Walt 
finishes the movie with a lightly 
renewed sense of optimism, ready 
to face the world of adults, bowed 
but not broken. 

And yet, the real kick here, 
surprisingly. Is that against all 
odds Baumbach’s writing Is so 
sharp, and his depiction of the 
crumbling family milieu so ruthless, 
that he somehow manages to f nd 
Immense dramatic freedom within 
the strictures of cliche. The director, 
who has previously displayed a 
queasy penchant for patrician Whit 
Stillman-esque badinage and bons 
mots (see his high-brow rom-com 
Kicking and Screaming especially), 
here strips the adult characters right 
down to bare bones vanity. Jeff 
Daniels, In particular. Is deliciously 
self-consumed as the errant dad. 


who regards Franz Kafka as, “one 
of my predecessors" and A Tale 
of Two Cities as. “minor Dickens." 
It’s a testament to the underrated 
actor’s empathetic wiles, and his 
shaggy hang-dog demeanour, that 
he manages to humanise Bernard 
despite the character’s near 
Insuperable amour-propre. 

Elsewhere, LInney delivers 
Joan Berkman’s clipped and slightly 
brittle rationalisations with typical 
froldeur, the younger actors mostly 
manage Baumbach’s dialogue with 
deadpan Integrity, and the film Itself 
Ingeniously sets-up a teary-eyed 
denouement between Walt and 
Joan before whipping It cruelly 
away at the last minute. 

And so yes, Baumbach has 
Indeed produced something 
startlingly original out of the 
confines of formula. Just like 
perhaps, Scorsese working within 
the gangster genre, or Leone 




Little blonde girls in 

nighties are cinema’s new clowns. 
Only, not In the rubber-faced Jerry 
Lewis sense. No, we're talking 
purveyors of the same bedwetting 
results known to those who first 
saw /raged 11. And John Fawcett’s 
The Dark, adapted from the novel 
TTre Sheep. Is coloured In the same 
crazed make-up. 

Set In a farmhouse In Wales, 
Adele (Bello) and her daughter 
Sarah travel from America to visit 
Sarah’s father (Bean), only to find 
themselves In an Isolated and 
sinister cliff top location covered 
with sheep. Almost as soon as 
they arrive, Sarah drowns and her 
estranged parents are compelled 
to seal the cracks In their 
relationship while fighting to find 

The drowning sends Adele 
on a tortuous Journey through her 
own neuroses; convincing herself 



MIRRORMASK 




LWLies: So are you pleased with the film? 

McKean: There are bits in it that I am very happy with 



LWLies: What was the writing process like? 

McKean: Neil caiman and I stayed at Lisa (daughter of 


LWLies: Ninety per cent of the film uses blue screen - was that 
diffIcuH to work with? 

McKean: Ifto, bits of it are easy and bits of it are 

LWLies: Stephanie Leonides carries very well... 

McKean: Yes. she's had a few small roles in films. Jxist 


Seldom do you scan 

the credits k> find a director/ 
designer co-credit, but In his 
directorial feature debut that's 
exactly what Dave McKean 
goes for. His experience falling 
mainly In the latter category, 
this filmic oddity partially 
benefits, and partially suffers 
from the old mantra of style over 
substance. 

During a teenage temper- 
tantrum 15 year-old circus kid, 
Helena, accidentally wishes her 


mother dead. Before you know 
It mum’s been hospitalised, and 
it's at this guilt-ridden point that 
Helena wakes up In another 
world. Here we find ourselves 
inside her unconscious mind, 
full of bold Junglan archetypes, 
macabre creatures and lush 
landscapes In turn, her repressed 
dark side, which McKean and 
Gaiman dub the 'Anti-Helena' 
has entered the real world. This 
doppelganger won't return to her 
rightful place until Helena has 


LWLies: Could the actors ever improvise? 

McKean: obviously there was a script and a plan. With 


LWLies: Where you influenced by any other films? 

McKean: All sorts really. A big one for this was silent 








aligned the dark and light of her 
divided self. 

For all that the function of 
this simple plot Is to showcase 
various eye-boggling effects, 
iVf/rrormask is a solid coming 
of age allegory with clear 
parallels to the likes of AUcs 
In Wonderland. The Company 
Of Wolves and Labyrinth. As 
usual, the message Is simple 
and familiar - be careful what 
you wish for, because It’s going 
to take a whole lot of hassle to 


put right. 

Its true value lies almost 
exclusively In the visuals. Billed 
as the Jim Henson Company 
comeback, it's fitting that the 
film beginswith a sock-puppet 
show, but that's the first and last 
glimpse we see of old-school 
Henson. Instead, the film has the 
appearance of a moving painting, 
with smooth, shiny CGI replacing 
those distinctive but dated rubber 
suits. But this works both ways 
-the strangely under-lit world 


McKean creates often feels In 
danger of being hijacked by 
Felllniesque clowns, and suffers 
occasionally fn^m inconsistencies 
in merging the CGI and human 
characters. 

It's difficult not to believe 
that had the film been placed In 
the hands of, say, Jean-Pierre 
Jeunet, the story may have been 
integrated more successfully. 

As it Is, this Is a ravishing visual 
extravaganza first and a fairy story 
second. Kat Halstead 


Anticipation . Gaiman, 



Enj oyment . Moralistic 
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THE BIG 
WHITE 


TRANSAMERICA 


DIRECTED BY Msill Mylod 
STARRING Room WUHAina. Holiy 


Snow-covered rural 

America has always been 
fertile cinematic ground. The 
sheer beauty of an empty whits 
canvas Is an Instant win In the 
cinematography stakes, while the 
snow Itself can be a symbol of 
untouched purity, or a mask of dark 
secrets. While aiming fer the latter, 
The Big White also tries to be that 
most tricky of beasts - a comedy 
drama. 

Paul Bamell (Williams) Is a 
travel agent struggling to make 
ends meet In nowheresville, Alaska. 
Stumbling upon an unidentified 
corpse one morning, he decides to 
use It to fake the death of his long- 
lost brother Raymond and claim a 
$1 million life Insurance policy. This 
will provide the funds he needs 
to get treatment for his Tourettes- 
affilcted wife Margaret (Hunter). 

However, he comes to the 
attention of an ambitious claims 
adjuster (RIbIsI), keen to crack a 

warmer climes. Not far behind 
are two aspiring hitmen (Tim 
Blake Nelson and Earl Brown), 


looking to get their body back. 

The Icing on the cake however Is 
the ‘unexpected’ and obviously 
Inopportune return of Paul’s 
brother Raymond. 

Sure, there’s one word looming 
large over this plot, but The Big 
t^ifemanages to avoid beinga 
second-rate Fargo rip by dint of 
some well-drawn characters and 
an extremely able cast Robin 
Williams Isn’t quite at his One Hour 
Photo peak, but he plays Paul with 
restraint and humanity. Similarly 
Hunter’s foul-mouthed role sounds 
like misjudged comic relief on 
paper, but the marital relatbnship 
Is fleshed out beautifully, and Paul’s 
desperation to help his much-loved 
wife Is a plausible catalyst fer his 
actions. And while this Isn't going 

through. It’s another solid, hysteria- 
free performance. 

Mylod, for his part, succeeds 
In deftly balancing the comedy 
and drama. An undercurrent of 
unpredictable violence flows 
through the proceedings, but Is 
always measured against comic 



Or, as it might have 

been called -- Everybody Loves 
Anthony Hopkins. Crazy old coot 
Burt Munro (Hopkins), despite 
being old, ill and poor, sets out to 
break the land-speed record with 
nothing more than an adapted 1 920 
Indian Twin Scout motorbike and 
oodles of old-fashioned, belt and 
breeches chutzpah. Along the way, 
the wily old dog manages to bang 
a couple of glamorous grannies, 
and encounters the pesky rules and 
regulations of assorted naysayers. 
However, Burt soon charms them 
all and with the support of weaHhy 
speed-freak Jim (Chris Lawford) 
gets to ride like an angry wind 
across the salt flats of Bonneville. 

TTie World's Fastest indian 


Is the world’s slowest fim. This 
Is no doubt supposed to create 
a thematic tension, but Instead, 

It’s a prolonged Werthers Original 
ad, with anti-hypertension 
nitroglycerine tabs Instead of toffee. 
In fact. It’s only the “based on a 
true story’’ tagline and Hopkins’ 
accomplished performance that 
stops you wanting him to drive his 
Indian Into a tree. James Bramble 

Anticipation . Hopkins . 


Enj oyment . 


In Retrospect, scrap. 



Duncan Tucker’s 

debut feature, Transamerica, 
fescinates as an Incongruous mix 
of road movie and character study. 

Felicity Huffman (Desperate 
Housewives] Is Stanley. Well, 
he/she Is a pre-op transsexual who 
prefers to be called Bree She Is 
about to complete her Journey from 
male to female when she learns 
that she fathered a son, Toby, 17 
years ago, and so dutifully goes to 
New York to ball the boy out of Jail 
for hustling. Concealing her Identity 
as his father, togetherthey embark 
on a road trip back to California 
where Toby hopes to become a 
pom star. An every-day tale of 
femlly life, then. 

This road trip moves through 











HOSTEL 



DIRECTED BY Eil Roth 
STARRING Jey Hernandu. 

1 ^r^^jcWdson, Eytioc 1 


Filmmakers run a 

big risk talking up their films. 
Executive producer Quentin 
Tarantino played up test-screening 
walkouts and threw out lines like, 
‘This is the sickest shit you’ll ever 
see” - hyperbole guaranteed to 
get bums on seats. But is a fat 
initial take-home more important 
than what those bums actually 
make of it all? 

For if Hostel had been subtler 
in its approach, it could have been 
a Blair tVifcfi-esque cult classic 
There’s enough biting social 
commentary, fan-boy Jokes and 
limb decapitations here to have 
snuck up on even the most blase 
of punters. But, unfortunately, after 
all the bluster and idle promises 
of "medical problems for some 
viewers" the fact that Hostel is Just 
an above average schlock horror 
exercise comes as one hell of a 


disappointment. 

This is, after all, a cracking 
premise for a horror film: three 
backpackers head to Slovakia in 
search of easy women, only to 
end up with more gore than 
whores as the Bratislava locals 
turn the tables and make them 
their torture toys. Director Eli 
Roth, making giant leaps from his 
patchy Cabin Fever debut, pulls 
off this American Pie meets Texas 
Cbainsaw massacre with aplomb, 
and nails exactly what it is that 
still makes much of central and 
eastern Europe so ominous to so 
many (the language barrier, dire 
poverty, everyone laughing at you 
constantly for no apparent reason). 

However, while the set- 
up is eerie, the execution 
and characterisation are less 
convincing. Whereas the similarly 
themed Wolf Creek was starkly 


shot, punctuated with realism and 
a fully rounded cast Hostel is 
too glossy by half, while the main 
characters are Just dull sketches 
from a fiat-boy flick. 

You keep hoping, but while the 
reveal-all is satisfyingly grim and 
there's a nice nod to Leatherface 
with some leg-shredding chainsaw 
action, even the mostgrisly 
scenes seem pretty standard. 
Necks are slit and drill heads 
punctuate skin, but after fcbi The 
KSIer, it’s positively conservative. 
The Japanese have raised the 
bar when it comes to excess, as 
acknowledged by Roth himself, 
and you can’t escape the fact that 
even by Saw’s mildly depraved 
standards, this is still playing 
catch-up. 

Much like the recent Texas 
Cbainsaw and House Of Wax 
remakes. Hostel will offend the 


middle-aged and delight American 
high schoolers in equal measure. 
There are even passing parallels 
with the Vietnam-reactionary 
exploitation flicks of the ’70s. We 
should celebrate that, for the first 
time in an age, a US horror has a 
few original ideas, but the shame is 
that it could and should have been 




Enjoyment. Good, uncle. 

In Retrospect. The bit 
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Hardly considered 

the centre oF cinematic abundance, 
Tsotsi has sparked a fiame that 
wiii keep South Africa aiight on the 
movie map. 

Tortured by his past and 
indifferent towards his future, 

Tsotsi - Kwaito siang for Thug’ - is 
a nasty iittie bastard, devoid of 
sentiment and fazed by nothing. 

He has no name, no famiiy, no 
story and no future, and iives a 
iife of criminai insoience. After the 
bioody destruction of a former 
friend, he fiees into a rich suburban 
neighbourhood where in a moment 
of impuise he shoots a woman and 
steais her car, reaiising oniy when 
it’s too iate that her baby boy is in 
the back. 

The fusion of Tsotsi’s poverty 
with the bath’s opuient home iife 
is a vioient ciash of cuitures, 
iifestyies and vaiues. But as 
Tsotsi’s resentment meits away, 
he faces up to his own insecurities 


in a fiim that is uitimateiy about 
redemption. With a siiverof 
simiiarity to Three Men And A 
Baby, Tsotsi’s bumbiing efforts to 
appease the boy are a caii for a 
sympathy that eventuaiiy deveiops 
into empathy. He pins down a 
young mother who can feed the 
baby, and finds himseif caught up 
in an Oedipai confusion that caiis 
for him to face up to his fears, 
regrets and anger. 

Hood takes a simpie story 
and strips it down to naked 
honesty, iighting South Africa’s 
siumswith a giow untarnished by 
exaggerated inferences of crime 
and hatred. The funky Kwaito 
beats inject a iiveiy rhythm into a 
vibrant fiim that coukj have easiiy 
toppied off the fine iine it treads 
intogioom and hopeiessness. 

His castirrg fires the fiim with a 
raw energy, and the motiey crew 
of actors are an eciectic mix of 
gentieness and rage. Even the tiny 



LWLies: Why did you want to direct the fiim so badiy after you had 
read the book? 

Hood: I think the thing about (author of the book) Athol's 








LWLies: The music does make an enormous difference to the fiim. 







CONFETTI 


This year’s funniest 

comedy has arrived and, ruie 
Britannia, it’s home-grown. 
Unfortunateiy for Debbie isitt, that 
him is Michaei Winterbottom's 
briiiiant A Cock and Bull Story. 
Whiie never reaching those heights, 
isitfs rom-com is entertaining 
enough: three coupies in a 
magazine competition to find the 
most originai wedding of the year 
are foiiowed by a him-crew and 
assisted by two camp-as-Ciary 
event pianners. 

Whiie the prize the coupies 
vie fer may be originai, the same 
cannot be said of Confetti, it’s as 
if isitfs rifled through a cataiogue 
of successfui British comedies, 
found the bumbiing romance of 
Four Weddings, the revoiutionary 
reaiism of The Office, and bunged 
them together. The resuit: three 
weddings and a mockumentary. 

it roiis aiong niceiy, with 
enough iaughs to keep you happy, 
but never reaiiy takes off. The iack 
of fireworks is a shame because 
the cast is superb: Peep Show’s 
Robert Webb and Oiivia Coieman 
iiving up to their sitcom’s titie as 






Things have changed 

since the Dark Ages. Tons. Back 
then there was chivalry and honour 
and the measure of a man wasn't 
his bank balance or the notches on 
his bedpost, but the glory he had 
earned in battle. However, there are 
elements of the human condition 
that are timeless; passions that 
are the bedrock of storytelling 
whatever the era. 

As with Romeo and Juliet or 
Helen and Paris, Tristan and Isolde 
tells of a forbidden love between 
two people on either side of 
warring tribes. 

The film takes place in a 
post-Roman Britain where Lord 
Marke of Cornwall (Sewell) hopes 
to unite the scattered English 
clans in order to overcome the 
tyrannical rule of Ireland’s King 


Donnchadh. Following an 
ambush on Irish forces, Tristan 
(Franco) Is mistaken for dead and 
given a Viking burial. He washes 
ashore in Ireland where King 
Donnchadh’s beautiful daughter 
Isolde (Myles) rescues him 
and nurses him back to health. 
Naturally, they ^11 In love and 
have a passionate affair kept 
secret from herfather. ButTristan 
Is forced to return to England when 
his boat Is discovered and the two 
star-crossed lovers separate. 

When Donnchadh calls 
a tournament for the English 
chieftains, Marke sends Tristan to 
Tight In his stead. In a cruel twist 
of fate, Isolde Is the prize he Is 
Fighting for, and he Is sickened to 
discover that he has won the hand 
of his beloved on behalf of his king 


and mentor. What follows Is a tale 
of sacrifice and betrayal to rival 
any tragedy. 

Franco smoulders opposite 
Sophia Myles, and In their moments 
of Indecision the Impossible 
Internal struggle Is painfully 
clear. There are beautifully shot 
landscapes as well as brutally shot 
battles Juxtaposed with moments of 
passion, tension and treachery. 

But this Is a half -finished 
Job, without adequate character 
development to make the final 
chapters of the story truly 
believable. 

Too much time Is spent 
exploiting the natural chemistry 
between Franco and Myles In 
tasteful sex scenes. Similarly we 
are treated to a few too many 
tearful close-ups of a Jealous 


Tristan watching the painful 
consequences of his decisions 
unfold. The upshot Is that we are 
left wondering whether this might 
all Just be for the sake of pure lust. 

That said, any fan of classic 
storytelling will find something to 
love here. More cynical cinema- 
goers may find it hardergoing. 


In Reti 









\JUNEBUG 


DIRECTED BY PnilMornton 
STARRING EfflbMl DavKU. 

I Adin«. AiMMndro N*vot 


It could have all gone 

terribly wrong; newlywed Chicago 
sophisticates return to husband’s 
North Carolina roots foran art- 
world meets Wal-Mart culture clash 

speakin' and family values. So far, 
so Meet The Shitkickers. Praise the 
Lord, then, that Phil Morrison has 
cralted the writing of native North 
Carollnan Angus MacLachlan Into 
an affectionate but unflinching 
look at family and favoured sons 
through the eyes of an outsider; a 
film of small lives made with love 
that’s anything but blind. 

As the owner of a gallery 
specialising In outsider art 
Madeleine Is wooing ancient North 
Carolina religious nut David Wark. 
His naive Civil War tableux come 
on like a porno Hieronymus Bosch 
- hellish battle scenes In which 
antagonists Impale one another 


on their huge engorged cocks and 
blow their seed like cannonballs, 
all underthe eyes of a vengeful 
God. Heading south to wrap up the 
deal provides an opportunity for 
Madeleine to meet the In-laws for 
the firsttime - George's embittered 
younger brother Johnny, bronze 
to George’s gold, and his very 
pregnant wife Ashley; father 
Eugene and chain-smoking mother 
Peg for whom her eldest remains 
the pinnacle to which other men 
must strive. In a succession 
of sweetly funny encounters 
Madeleine bonds with Ashley but 
struggles to find a way to the inside 
with the rest of the family as her 
husband slips Into his old skin with 
customary charm and her artist 
vacillates over her offers. 

Amy Adams comes laden with 
plaudits for her performance as the 
relentlessly optimistic Ashley, not 


least because she’s handed some 
of the ditzlest lines, but heris Is only 
one of a number of standout turns. 
Embeth DavkJtz radiates bemused 
middle-class guilt as her Madeleine 
strives to present the temlly with 
her bona-fkJe credentials, walking 
the line between enthusiastic and 
patronising with Imperfect tread. 
Most of all, veteran Scott Wilson 
Is mesmerising as Eugene, the 
father forwhom Inaction speaks 
louder than words and whose 
benign presence sees all, knows 
all and says nothing. The OCs 
Ben McKenzie - thego-toguy for 
repressed blue-collar meatheads 
- sounds the only false note 
as George’s em bittered brother 
despite pulling off one of the 
film’s most quietly heart-rending 
moments. 

The native folk music of North 
Carolina, touched by blue-grass 


and gospel, sets lyrics of longing 
and disappointment against sweet 
harmonies that speak of tragedy 
overcome and a brighter future, 
here or hereafter. Morrison and 
MacLachan have pulled off a filmic 
equivalent -funny, lyrical and 
effortlessly affecting. Paul Falrclough 


Anticipation. An 



Enj oyinent . 
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L’ ENFANT 


The difficult thing 

about L'Enfant, the new film from 
director siblings The Dardenne 
Brothers, is deciding whereabouts 
to direct praise first. 

Bruno (Jeremie Renier, first 
seen in the Brothers’ La Promesss) 
and Sonya (newcomer Deborah 
Frangois) are a pairof young 
vagabonds who reside in a grimy 
hovel on the banks of a river in 
an unnamed Belgian town. The 
film begins with Sonya leaving a 
hospital having Just given birth to 
a son, Jimmy. The staggeringly 
naive Bruno spends his days 
wheeler-dealing with merchandise 
picked up by his gang of young 
thieves. Sonya, at once smitten 
by Bruno’s irrefutable charm, sees 
the arrival of their baby as a 
chance to take the straight and 
narrow: but Bruno has other plans, 
seeing the baby as Just another 
way to make a quick buck. With 
alarming indifference he puts 
the baby up for adof^ion without 


It's well accepted 

that cinema doesn’t have the 
excitement of a live performance, 
nor the intimacy, which is what 
makes theatre special. Therefore 
adapting stage musicals for 
the screen is a tricky business 
Broadway migrants are all too 
often hybrids that fall between two 
stools, resulting in flashy but bland 
caricatures of their progenitors 
(Chicago, see me after class), but 
Renr Just about comes out on the 
right side of authentic 

As with the original show. 

Rent follows a year in the lives of 
a group of East Village bohemians 
as they grapple with poverty, AIDS 
and drug abuse - the grim contents 
of the ’BOs party-bag. Mark is a 
young film-makertrying to make 
documentaries without selling out 



LOVE 
is ATE 


What could have 

been a triumph in low-res 
documentary realism turns out to 
be a by-the-numbers cliche in this 
lacklustre British drama. 

Director Dominic Savage 
explores the hypocrisies that exist 
among the inter-related lives and 
loves of a group of white and Asian 
youths in a Northern town. As 
two teens from either side of the 
cultural barrier fall in love, racial 
prejudices flare. Sounds like a 
good idea; a welcome chance to 
improve on Ken Loach’s flawed Ae 
Fond Kiss. 

Well, it’s not Love&Hateis 
crippled by sub-Grange Hill plotting 
and wooden dialogue. It lacks the 
assured touch of someone like 
Loach, and the sensitivity among 
the leads to handle such volatile 








LEMMING 



LWLies: How did you feel when you first read Dominik Moll’s script 
for Lemming? 

Galnshourg: it was strange and frightening - that's what I 



LWLies: How did you cope filming the scene 
Invade the house? 

Galnshourg: I wasn't there for that; I 




I the lemmings that 



LWLies: You played opposite Sean l^nn in 2f Grams. Was that 
daunting? 

Galnshourg: Well, I'd just had my baby and was feeling very 


LWLies: You’ve Just worked with Michel Gondry on TTie Science of 
Sleep. What was the attraction? 

Galnshourg: I loved the character. I play the girl Gael 




Being cute and fluffy 

Is the lemming’s curse. If he wasn’t 
so adorable, perhaps people would 
take the grand suicidal gesture a 
little more seriously. As It Is, the 
plight of the lemming will always 
suggest something sombre yet a 
teensy bit silly. It’s this that makes 
them a perfect emblem for Domlnik 
Moll’s third feature, an eerie 
psychological thrillerwith touches 
of surreal humour. 

Laurent Lucas and Charlotte 
Galnshourg play happy young 
couple, Alain and Benedicte 
Getty. Alain and Benedicte do 
all the things that happy young 
couples do; toss salad with bncy 
wooden tongs live In tasteful 
minimalism and enjoy the odd 
Impromptu shag on thelrwoven 
hessian sob. But marital bliss 
never lasts long, especially In 
eerie psychological thrillers. 

When they eictend dinner Invites 
to Alain’s new boss Richard 
(Andre Dussoller) and his wife 
Alice (Charlotte Rampling) things 
begin to sour In a series of 
strange events In which their 
dinner guests - and lemmings 
-feature heavily. 

Rampling Is particularly 
terrifying as the boss’ wronged 
wife. Jean-Marc Fabre’s nolrlsh 
cinematography ensures that her 
famous Icy beauty doesn’t go to 


waste. Whenever she emerges 
from a shadowy comer (and she 
often does), It’s always cheekbone- 
first. Venomous, sexually predatory 
and mad as a ferret In a sock, 

Alice Is far from the perfect dinner 
guest - although, In fairness to 
her, the Getty’s Renault ad 
smugness could drive us all to 
violence. Alice Instead settles for 
committing suicide In the spare 
room and. If nothing else, at least 
It ruins the wallpaper. 

There’s more than a whiff of 
Polanski about the way Lemming 
takes apparently baffling detours 
without ever losing the audience’s 
rapt attention. But In fact nothing 
at all Is extraneous. Rather, Moll’s 
expert combination of surreal detail 
and tightly controlled plotting 
makes for a thriller that’s as gripping 


Enj oyment . !'■ scaied. . . 
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THE PROPOSITION 


The concept of an 

'Australian western’ might sound 
odd, but the Outback offers a 
perfect sweltering backdrop 
for everything the genre holds 
dear. It lends The Proposition a 
tremendous sense of occasion 
which, coupled with the Aborigine 
disclalmerand the opening grab- 
you-by-the-throatgunflghL forces 
you to sit up and take heed from 

It’s 1880, and the air Is 
stiflingly thick with British 
colonialism. After capturing Irish 
bush-outlaws Charlie (Guy Pierce) 
and MIkey (Richard Wilson) Bums, 
law enforcer Captain Stanley (Ray 
WInstone) lays down a seemingly 
Impossible ultimatum to Charlie: 
seek and kill older brother, the 
psychopathic, murdering rapist 
Arthur (Danny Huston) or else the 
younger, MIkey, will be executed. 

A dark night of the soul ensues for 
all concerned - marinated In much 


I btRECTED BY John HlSeoal 
STARRING Quv PWR* Ray 


double-crossing, and bucketloads 
of blood. 

Given the seething biblical 
undercurrents, wavering violins, 
and dark, lyrical sensibility, it's 
hardly surprising that gothic-blues 
balladeer Nick Cave wrote the 
screenplay. Like Cave's music, 
and Indeed, the Outback Itself, 
the action lurches from rugged 
romanticism to suffocating and 
visceral In a heartbeat Winstone's 
character. Captain Stanley, 
provides the most complex 
example of such tender/bmtal 
disparity - especially when 
comforted In the midst of the chaos 
by his wife, Martha (Emily Watson). 
Whilst the characterisation 
elsewhere Is decent the Burns 
brothers aren’t nearly as well 
fleshed out as the ever-watchable 
WInstone. 

Ostensibly this Is a tale of 
retribution and family loyalty, 
but the startling poignancy of 


hearing Rule Britannia following 
a massacre of 'renegade’ 
Aborigines during the finale 
compels you to re-question the 
film’s raison d’itre. Is this really 
a meditation on frontier brutality, 
a historically significant and 
shocking snapshot of a repressed 
people? Whatever the filmmaker’s 
Intention, the Aborigines are 
conspicuous t^ their (frequent) 
absence from the screen, which 
makes for an Intriguing and 
unsettling subtext. Andrew Raymond 

Anticipation . Aussie 


Enjoyment, a hit of 
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IMAGINE 
ME & YOU 



Is it possibleto fall 

In hate with a film at first sight? 
Without bowing to simple prejudice, 
to know from the very first scene 
that this Is a film you will despise 
for the rest of your life? What's 
more. Is It possible for a film 
to be built on crude, simplistic, 
patronising and tired cliches about 
the English middle classes... and 
nothing else? 

Good questions all, and ones 
that director OI Parker attempts to 
answer In his debut film Imagine 
Me £ You. 

The premise of the film Is 
that love at first sight Is real. 

Even better, true love will win out 
whatever the circumstances, even 
if this lightening love bolt strikes 
one person as they're walking 
down the marriage aisle Which, 
would you believe, is exactly 




what happens to Rachel as she’s 
about to get hitched to Heck. 

Cue struggles, feelings, (Cheers! 
TearsI), until true love wins out In 
the end. 

This notentirely original Idea 
Is fashioned Into an astoundingly 
formulaic plot and exquisitely 
moronic dialogue. The result Is a 
Richard Curtis film re-lmagined by 
a Heat-reared 12 year-old; one that 
got bored halfway through and left 
Itto their younger, stupider sibling 

This feeble effort utilises the 
worst elements of Curtis’ legacy 
without any of the charm and 
sincerity that made Four Weddings 
And A Funeral reasonably 
enjoyable. In the world that Parker 
has created (I say, American 
market we’re British don’t you 
knowl) every English person 



SEVEN SWORDS 


You know you're in 

trouble when the bad guys look like 
a Finnish Death Metal band. And so 
It Is with Tsui Hark’s Seven Swords: 
a Wuxia movie that mistakes 
length, unsympathetic characters 
and risible dialogue for Epic with a 
capital 'E'. 

Wuxia Is a subset of Chinese 
martial arts rooted In the country’s 
literature, where chivalrous warriors 
In a fentastical setting, ride Into 
town to saNQ the day. Tsui Hark 
has been responsible for some of 
the genre’s most memorable films. 
Including 1983^ visually stunning 
Zu Warriors of the Magic Mountain. 
But while Zu Warriors had a 
charming naivety bolstered by over 
the top visual effects and cheeky 
campness, with Seven Swords 
Hark attempts something sleeker 
with a distinctly modern look. 

Set at the beginning of the 
QIng Dynasty In the seventeenth 
century, a small village holds out 


against the evil FIre-WInd (Honglel 
Sun) whose troops are rounding 
up and killing anyone thought 
to be Involved with martial arts. 

A couple of villagers set off for 
Mount Heaven with the aid of a 
retired executioner, Fu QIngzhu 
(Kar-Lueng Lau), In an attempt to 
persuade Master Shadow-glow 
(JIngwu Ma), a hermit sword-maker 
to help. Being a swell guy, he 
provides fourof his disciples and 
ss\«n magical swords to defend 
the villagers. 

There Is a superficial touch 
of Kurasawa's The Seven Samurai 
about the plot which unfolds In a 
series of laborious tableaux as the 
villagers attempt to escape from 
FIre-WInd. But the swords and their 
magical properties are neverfully 
explained and the warriors that 
wield them fall to bring any depth to 

Ultimately, martial arts films 
live or die by their fight scenes and 


Seven Swords Just can't cut IL The 
fight choreography Is muddled by 
choppy editing, making ltdifficult 
to tell what’s going on. Clearly 
Influenced by the visual style of 
modern Wuxia movies such as 
Crouching Tiger, Hidden Dragon 
and Hero, Seven Swords may 
look sumptuous but Tsui Hark 
has neither Yimou Zhang’s sense 
of poetry, or Ang Lee’s sense of 
drama. One for martial arts pedants 


Anticipation . Great 



Enjoyment. Donnie Yen 
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MANDERLAY 


“If you lost your 

past, would you want It back?” 

The strapllne Is trite, but the story 
of Doug Bruce, an Englishman 
who woke up one day on the New 
York subway to find that he had 
no Idea of his name, address, or 
anything about who he was. Is both 
enthralling and moving. 

A high-rolling stockbroker In 
the City of London, Bruce threw 
It all In and moved to New York 
aged 30 to become a photographer. 
Nobody has been able to say 
exactly why he suffered his 
massive memory loss, but several 
theories emerge throughout the 
film. Some are suggested by 
medical experts, some Implied 
by the reactions of friends and 
family as the viewer wavers guiltily 
between cynicism and pity. 

Bruce Is an open and 
eloquent narrator, offering an 
uncomfortably frank view of his 
experiences. We see Intimate 
footage of him meeting his family 
tor the first time', he falls In love 
with a girl, argues with his ex- 


glrifriend, speaks about his dead 
mother and othenivlse opens up 
his private life to public scrutiny. 

We are used to seeing people 
who want the camera to make 
them famous, but In the pitch of 
desperation, Bruce Is asking It to 
save him. If he suddenly loses his 
memory again his life will all be 
here, catalogued and backed upon 
DVDs and video tape. 

But there are doubts. Is 
Bruce simply a victim? There 
are occasions when he seems 
somehow compllcit In his 
memory loss. He travels back to 
London to meet his old friends 
and Is openly scornful of them 
- his Ignorance of their shared 
history like the refusal of a 
petulant child who doesn't want 
to play any more. One of the 
friends recounts a conversation 
about West Indian cricket during 
which Bruce asks; "What's that? 

A cocktail or an Insect?” Such 
punning naivety simply doesn't 
ring true fora man who has lost his 
episodic (personal) memory but 


retained the semantic memory 
that allows him to speak 
Intelligently on a wide range of 
subjects. He Is similarly amazed by 
his first experiences of the ocean, 
snow and the changing of the 
guard at Buckingham Palace. It all 
seems Just a little too contrived to 
be genuine 

However uncharitable, this Isn't 
a criticism of the film. If anything 
the documentary Is made richer 
by this ambiguity- the unspoken 
and unseen drivers. Whatever the 
truth of Bruce's real memory, the 
result Is a fascinating view Into the 
Incredible twists of one man's life. 


Anticipation. Posh man 
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“If there is any town 

the world would be a little better 
without, this Is If said Grace of 
her sfey In the 1930s township 
of Oogville. With Manderlay, she 
has had the strange misfortune 
of stumbling across another such 
place - a Deep South plantation 
where slavery Is still In practice 70 
years after Its off clal abolition. How 
can such barbaric Inhumanity be 
allowed to reign free In a country 
which holds personal freedom 
above all else? Grace unwittingly 
makes It her moral obligation to 
regulate this abuse of power and 
give the democracy-starved slaves 
the freedom they deserve. What 
could possibly go wrong? 

Filmed In the bold but bare 
theatrical aesthetic coined by 
Berthold Brecht, Manderlay \s 
the second part of a proposed 
'America' trilogy. Assuming the role 
of Grace from Nicole Kidman Is 
(relative) newcomer, Bryce Dallas- 
Howard. She doesn't bring the same 
vulnerability and electric presence 
to the characteras Kidman, but 
she does demonstrate a vitality 
and Idealism which accompanies 
the specif cs of this particular role 
ratherwell. 

It will come as no surprise that 
Manderlay Is a f Im which actively 
seeks to rife Its viewer. Very little 
room Is left for ambiguity In a 
narrative so calculated that every 
line, prop and nuance Is bound by 
a premeditated cause and effect 
concocted by Lars himself. This Is 
claustrophobic fimmaking, rife with 
symbolism and an unstoppable 
momentum. It gives purpose to 
the lenient set design, purifying 
the fim's message and forcing 
a reaction from the audience. 
Emotional rape or measured 
storytelling? The Jury Is still out 

Of the many Idiosyncrasies 
that Manderlay chooses to run with, 
perhaps the most dubious Is the 
suggestion that the relationship 
between master and slave was 
not In fact one of acrimony and 


derision but benign acquiescence 
- hell, even love. But there Is an 
explanation: Manderlay Is not a 
f Im about slavery. It addresses the 
component of 'slavery' Inherent 
In all forms of government the 
totalitarianism Imbued within so- 
called 'enlightened democracies', 
and the false notion that there 
exists an Ideology which surmounts 
racial or class barriers. Grace's 
smug moral supremacy overthe 
supposed subservience of the 
slaves also helps the f Im work as a 
metaphor for the current hostilities 
In the Middle East, going furtherto 
suggest what might become of the 
area when the US f nally decides to 
pull out. 

And that's the reason why you 
should see thisf Im. While some 
of the dialogue may feel over- 
theatrical, and thef nal twist verges 
on the ludicrous, Manderlay will, 
nevertheless, leave you lying awake 
at night pondering the Intricacies 
of the ethics and morals put to 
trial. Its a curt dispassionate and 
manipulative f Im, but Ifs also bold 
In Its assumptions, emotionally 
stirring and often highly amusing. 

With Manderiay, von Trier has 
created another ode to the classic 
Hollywood fim-making he so 
obviously reveres, and while his 
dexterity at feshloning mordant and 
highly provocative fims may have 
reached It's apogee a few years ago, 
Ifs still a testament to the fact that 
von Trierat half cock Is betterthan 
99 per cent of most directors f ring 
on all cylinders. David Jenkins 

Anticipation. An 


Enjoyment. The strengths 
easily out-weigh the 
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SYRIAN! 


DIRECTED BY 

STARRING 

Jeffrey 




Incoherent, inelegant, 

and often implausible, Syn’ana is 
nevertheless the most appealing 
movie George Clooney has 
appeared in since Ouf of Sight. 

Like Jarhead and iVfunich, it 
is rooted firmly in the sprawling 
terrain of the Middle East Like 
Good Night, and Good Luck 
- Clooney’s second effort as a 
director - it’s a thinly veiled attack 
on the rotten core of American 
politics. 

But where Good Night, and 
Good Luck moved elegantly 
through the monochrome television 
studios of the ’SOs, Syriana flits 
gracelessly across the globe, 
forever chasing the chimera 
of oil-slicked corruption. From 
Washington DC to the Persian Gulf, 
it exposes the combustible mix of 
corporate greed and roalpolilik that 
keeps our petrol pumps flowing, 
and fuels the flames of Jihad. 

Gaghan, who wrote the 
screenplay for Steven Soderbergh’s 
Traffic, directs a mosaic of story 
lines inspired by ex-CIA operative 
Robert Baer’s book See No Evil. 
Bearded and bulky, Clooney excels 


nervously through the murky 
waters of corporate corruption. 

Syriana's convoluted 
trajectories nearly work. Under 
editorTim Squyres’ watchful e^, 
the film flows swiftly, hurriedly 
even. And yet too many strands 
are left flapping in the wind. 
Clooney’s transition from cavalier 
CIA operative to vengeful 
renegade is implausible, Damon's 
estrangement from his wife 
unresolved. Even less forgivable, 
Gaghan soft-pedals a subplot about 
a Pakistani migrant brainwashed 
into terrorism. 

For all its intelligence, then, 
Syriana neverquite coheres. 

Indeed, it ends up much like the 
crooked world it tries to expose: 
frequently beguiling but constantly 
perplexing. James Clasper 







Movie biopics do not 

need exciting lives to work, but 
to make a great film, you need an 
Interesting subject - someone 
who fascinates and Intrigues. 
Bennett Miller understands this 
and has delivered a film of 
patience and depth that offers 
the truth about one of the most 
Influential writers of the twentieth 
century, or at least the truth as he 
would have It. 

Truman Capote won global 
fame for creating a new type of 
novel, writing fact In the style of 
fiction In his book. In Cold Blood, 
the tale of two men. Perry Smith 
(Collins Jr) and Dick HIckock 
(Pellegrino), who murdered a 
whole temlly, apparently without 
motive. Capote becomes obsessed 
with the case and the men 
accused, and struggles to write his 


book before they are executed for 
their crimes. 

Capote’s obsession with 
himself and his work Is, In the 
hands of Philip Seymour 
Hoffman, absolute - he Is blind 
even to the fate of the men 
whose lives he documents. Either 
he couldn’t or wouldn’t look at 
the reality of their situation, only 
the reality he created for them 
In his book - his 'new breed’ of 
writing. Capote’s manipulation 
and deceit become more odious 
and frequent as the film goes 
on. Ultimately Miller questions 
whether Smith and HIckock were 
deliberately sacrificed at the altar 
of Capote’s novel as an elusive, 
blockbuster finale. 

Capote's redemption, when It 
arrives, Is understated In a way that 
only Philip Seymour Hoffman can 


make work. He gives us a 
character which we haven’t 
seen before. Vain and fey but 
In a friendly, forgiveable way, 
he relishes being the centre of 
attention In America’s fashionable 
circles, but takes praise for his 
work with sincerity. And for all his 
rehearsed cocktail party stories 
and waspish gossip, Hoffman 
never lets us forget that this 
Is a writer of genuine literary 
genius and a man of singular 
determination. 

Capofegoes beyond the usual 
character study and questions our 
understanding of reality and truth. 
Capote believes thatall truth Is 
relative and exists only In the mind 
of the Individual; It Is constructed 
Just like any other story. But at 
their executions, he Is confronted 
with the Idea that the reality he 


constructed, presented In his 
novel, might be at odds with the 
real truth. That the reality of what 
happened exists objectively and 
Is contrary to what he wants to be 
true. That he Is doing these men an 
Injustice He Is struck with guilt, but 
not enough to change his book. 

Capote Is a character study 
of rare depth at a time when they 
seem to be everywhere. But then. 
It's Philip Seymour Hoffman, did 
you expectanything less? Jonathan 
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the 


Enj oyment . 


In Retrospect. Dit 




DIRECTED BY 
KriyBIDl KI<skM«l 
STARRINS Yinft 
j4coti. JAizy Gud*itio. 


Polish auteur Krzysztof 

Kieslowski hit art house paydirt 
with his TTiree Colours Trilogy, and 
as a result compelled a younger 
generation of film lovers to explore 
his fascinating oeuvre. As The 
Double Life of Veronique was made 
two years before Cofours you’d be 
forgiven for seeing it as a trial run 
for those films. But surely trial runs 
aren’t meant to be this assured. 

Irene Jacob plays two 
women called Veronique who live 
suspiciously similar lives but reside 
in completely different countries. 

In essence, what we have here is 
a cinematic Jigsaw that purposely 
doesn’t quite fit. It’s a film which 
explores the meaty topics of the 
duality of existence and the futile 
nature of love with the lightest 
of touch. The mood-adjusting 
colour saturation of each shot 
(lots of yellows and deep blues) 
makes you think that directors like 


Soderbergh and Spielberg were 
taking mental notes while watching 
the film. Jacob’s committed central 
performance as the two Veroniques 
is one of passion and austerity. 

More even than Kieslowski’s 
dream-like direction, she’s the 
reason you should see this film. 
Bafflingly, very tew of Jacob’s 
films have made it to these shores 
Foranyone not fully versed in 
’90s European cinema, this is like 
Amelie, only guaranteed to make 
you look cleverer. David Jenkins 
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Ah, that old chestnut. 

’Based on true events’ is cinema’s 
teeth-grinding platitude dujour, 
bandied about with regularease 
as though the slightest hint of 
banal reality is enough to paper 
over the usual yawning chasms of 
chaotic storytelling ineptitude. But 
credit where its due: the makers 
of An American Haunting have 
sourced a story which eclipses The 
Blair Witch Project for Lotto style 
it-could-be-you terror, while never 
straying from its roots as a good 
old-teshioned ghost yarn. 

Based on the tale of the Bell 
Witch that repeatedly visited a 
happy Tennessee family in the 



nineteenth century (a creepily 
evocative period of candles, creaky 
wooden houses and rampant 
superstition), Sutherland and 
Spacek play John and Lucy Bell, 
whose 1 3 year-old daughter, Betsy 
(Rachel Hurd-Wood), is tormented 
by the witch every night. 

An American Haunting borrows 
occasionally from films like The 
Others or The Exorcist, yet rather 
than rehashing their well-worn 


conventions, its timing, suspense 
and Jumpy revelations remain 
thrillingly unexpected. It provides 
all the requisite chills and spills for 
the ticket price, without ever letting 
you settle. Indeed, it’s refreshing to 
know that with the sheer output of 
formulaic teen-horrors like House 
of Wax, a good story doesn’t 
necessarily require bloodiness or 
gore. A clever plot or decent actors 
will do Just fine. Derek Francis 
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LWLies: What's your approach to making movies? 

Verbinski: Hhen you're making them, it's nice to not hold 
the reins too tight. It's a tricky balance. When I watch a 




LWLies: You’re an ex-guitarist, is music your biggest influence and 
does H affect your style consciously? 

Verbinski: I think it's the more subversive element. I was 




LWLies: So for you, does the score match the pace and style of the 

Verbinski: I definitely go in with an intention. For creating 


LWLies: Let's talk Pirates. You're now looking at $1 billion gross 
worldwide. Do you feel pressure? 

Verbinski: it hasn't really become a political mess, other 






LWLies: What’s actually going on on-set? 

Verbinski: We had a hiatus over Christmas where I went into 




LWLies: You've worked wHh Depp. Legend. Who're you interested in 
working with now? 

Verbinski: Well, I've already missed out on George C. 






The Weatherman's 

outlook Is sunny, but there are 
clouds on the horizon - It Is, In a 
word, variable. It’s a variance not 
of quality, but a discernible shifting 
pattern of pace and direction and 
mood - and It works. Verblnskl’s 
tale Is one that Is In many aspects 
melancholy, but In equal measure 
uplifting and humorous - a true 
tale of human nature and the rocky 
road to success. 

Dave Spritz (Cage), 
weatherman of fa^xiurable repute, 
has a quandary: shun the Job of 
a lifetime, stay In wintry Chicago 
and rectify his family life or take the 
professional leap to Good Morning, 
America as weather anchor, and 
receive the adulation - and salary 
- of a nation. Life’s never simple, 

Is It? Add a troublesome teenage 
daughterwith weight Issues, a son 
being pursued by his amorous 
male counsellor and a father facing 
terminal Illness, and the Initial 
outlook Is stormy. 

Whilst the subject matter Is 
predominantly downbeat, SprKz’s 
Internal wranglings are very much 


of an everyman Ilk, assisted by 
the reality Cage brings to the 
performance. His on-screen charm 
and his off-screen downward 
spiral are both wonderfully 
portrayed. His sparring partner, 
Caine, lends humourto the tale, 
abusing his deadpan wit, and 
Inimitable British charm In the role 
of Cage’s father-in-law. 

The Weatherman provokes 
thought; It’s subject matter Is 
Interesting and captivating, despite 
lacking an overt magnetism. It’s 
an emotional pick’n’mix, worthy 
of consideration and retrospective 
thought. With this and the promise 
of pirates this summer, Verblnskl’s 
outlook Is anything but gloomy. 






j. Yeah, so... what did you think 
of it? 

F . it wasn’t great by any stretch of 
the imagination, 
j. What do you think was bad 
about it? 

F . Just a bit predictabie to be 
honest. That sounds a siiiy thing to 
say considering it’s a remake, but it 
was Just very ciiched. 

J. Do ^u think there were a few 
too many horror mcvie ciiches in 
there? 

F. For sure. 

J. Did you know it was based on 
true events? 

F . Yeah i read that and to be 
honest, that story, of the Sawny 
Beane famiiy, probabiy wouid have 
been better rather than this, which 
was 99% fiction. 

J. One of the things that didn’t 
work for me was that the mutants 
who iived in the hiiis... they Just 
iooked iike cartoon monsters. 

F. They iooked iike Sioth’s famiiy, 


from 7?je Goorfes. 

J. Yeah but he was a friendiy guy. 
Ha ioved Chunk. 

F . True, but some of them iooked 
a bit too normai, iike the iittie giri. 

J. Yeah, that iittie giri in the red 
hoodie, aii i couid think about was 
Don't Look Now and the giri in the 
red coal Now thafs a scary fiim. 

F . i haven’t seen that 

J. itii scare the shit out of you. 

F . There were no reaiiy scary bits, 
Just Jumpy stuff, it was aii a bit too 
much iike B-movie horror. 

J. Yup, they gave everything 
away, if i come up to you and say, 
“i’m going to Jump out and scare 
you in, three, two, one, bool” it 
Just doesn’t work, but they gave 
everything away with the music and 
with camera angies, so that you 
knew preciseiy when something 
was going to happen. 

F . But that’s typicai horror movie 
stuff. 

J. One thing they did get right 


though was, bearing in mind that 
from the start it was iike a B-movie 
horror, standard stuff - the first 
scene with the mutants is a reaiiy 
disturbing rape scene 
F . Yes, that was reaiiy powerfui. 
it went on so iong too. That was a 
good bit, genuineiy shocking, but 
not a surprise type shock. 

J. They did miss some 
opportunities though, iike the 
mineshaft 

F . True, if they’d taken the action 
down to the caves it woukJ have 
opened a iot up in terms of scary 
scene possibiiities. 

J. There have been a coupieof 
scary fiims iike TTie Descont and 
The Cave recentiy iike that, which 
worked reaiiy weii. 

F . Yeah, it wouid have given it 
another dimension. Those dogs 
were annoying though, running off 
into the desert the whoie time i Just 
wanted to have them neutered. 

J. That’s right, break their spirit. 


Do you think it a worthwhiie re-make? 
F . They did it for money obviousiy, 
but i don’t know why Wes Craven 
was behind this one. The first him 
was great and didn't need re-doing. 

J. Yeah, recentiy, the state of the 
horror genre is changing. Asian 
cinema, and more recentiy British 
fiims, have forged a new path, but 
Hoiiywood stiii comes out with the 
same oid shit 

F . True daL doubie true i’m Just 
not sure, there’s a piace anymore 
for these sort of formuiaic siasher 
gorefeste in the ’70s, it was the 
goiden age, but now it Just iooks 

J. Hoiiywood had betterwise-up 
soon. This sort of horror fiim Just 
doesn’t cut it anymore. 

jand F had the same scores. 


Enjoyment. Two 
In retrospect. Two 
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Hit man. It’s a tough 

job, but somebody’s got to do it. 
Homy else do the squeaky wheels 
of commerce get greased? Who 
else could racllltate the Important 
closure of those difficult corporate 
deals? And what else could 
provide the financial rewards 
of tency-free continent hopping 
without the perils of work, family or 
even a fixed abode? But sometimes 
the llte of a klller-for-hlre Isn't really 
all It’s cracked up to be, particularly 
when you're a professional 
assassin who’s beginning to lose 
his mind. 

Enterthe world of Julian Noble 
(a Tom Selleck-moustachloed 


Brosnan, with an Ironic moniker 
to boot). Julian Is a hit man 
- a ’facilitator’ as his handler 
calls him - hired for corporate 
gigs; an anonymous mediator 
paid well to leave grease stains 
and slip out the backdoor. But 
Julian Is lonely. Hooking up with 
befuddled businessman Danny 
Wright (KInnearj In the hotel bar, 
the two make an unlikely pairing, 
and when Danny’s business pitch 
turns sour, he has nowhere else to 
go but the bull fights with Julian. 
From here on In things get messy. 
When Danny learns of Julian’s 
professional bent, he finds ft 
Impossible not to be drawn In - the 


glamour Is undeniable - and Julian 
Is In desperate need of a friend. 

If Danny knows betterthan to 
bond with a killer, Itall goes south 
one drunken night when the pair 
become inextricably linked. 

Although notan out-and-out 
comedy, the comedIc turns are 
Impressive - especially Brosnan’s 
Insidious Cockney (’’Margaritas 
always taste better In Mexico... 
Margaritas and cock”). Even Hope 
Davis gets a few choice tit-bits as 
the perfect wife with an unhealthy 
Interest In Noble’s gun. And 
although not really a thriller either, 
the pacing Is good and the set 
pieces are plentiful. 


The strength of this film Is 
Its desire to break the mould of 
genre convention. In orderto forge 
something less constricted. With 
Brosnan'sown persona-breaking 
turn, It manages something rare - a 
whole that appears greater than the 
sum of Its parts. Matt Wilkinson 


1 Retrospect . i 




In the opening credits 

of Cockles & Muscles, a Saul Bass 
inspired animation swirls In time to 
a lilting song about the pleasures of 
the beach and the titular shellfish, 
Instantly setting the tone of this 
quirky French comedy that never 
quite delivers on Its promises. 

Mum, Beatrix (Tedeschl) and 
Dad, Marc (Melkl), bring their 
teenage children to the seaside for 
a bit of relaxation. The enforced fun 
and confnementof a temlly holiday 
results In the typical mix of silliness, 
sullenness and bickering. Their 
daughter promptly motors off with 
her hot biker boyfriend. Their long- 
haired son, Charly, Invites a gay pal 


to stay with them. 

When Beatrix sees the easy 
physicality between Charly and 
his handsome friend, Martin, she 
assumes her son Is gay. To get a 
rise out of them, Charly plays along 
and pretends they are an item. 
Marc’s Increasingly spiky outbursts 
at the boys hint at his own 
unresolved Issues. Soon, Beatrix’s 
buffoon of a lover lurks around the 
holidaymakers In various states of 
undress, and everyone questions 
their romantic arrangements. 

Directed and written by Olivier 
Ducastel and Jacques Martineau, 
Cockles & Muscles doesn’t miss 
an opportunity to confate gentle 


comedy Into farce. In the middle of 
a rainy day, the parents break out 
Into an Impromptu rendition of the 
opening song. While Marc strums 
the guitar, Beatrix sings with breezy 
sensuality. There’s something very 
odd about Beatrix vamping it up for 
the delight of her teenage son, but 
then, this Is a very odd fim. 

Among all the silliness and 
romantic dalliances, the sensitive 
handling of Charly’s sexual 
Identity crisis stands out amid the 
ruckus, but every quiet moment 
Is countered with some very 
forced comic plotting making this 
neither (shell) fish nor foul. In the 
fIm, Charly ascribes his parents’ 


madcap behaviour to the Infuence 
of the aphrodlslacal shellfish, but 
really the blame lies with overly 
broad direction and an overstufted 
script that stifle the character study 
that’s trying to get out. John Manhews 

Anticipation, a French 

Enjoyment, a bit of 


In Retrospect. Despite 
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In which we discuss the 
medium of film in its 
many mesmerising forms 


1 Back Section satitfaction, insertjourjrteDFD . 
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WhfD aiJced if the characters are deliberatelvunlikeabJe he says- “I 
thtnk you re gmng a European perspective on these characters. In America 

everyoneloveslhesecharacters-WhenAmericanswatchthismovie chose 

characters are not unlikeable - they are them.” ’ 

- surely the film :s guilty of reasserting an American 

fantasy of Europe and European women? “It is, and they pay for chat in 
Che movie, .* not Slovakia as it really is. It's movie Slovakia. It is an 
amalgam of American stereotypes of Eastern Europe. The guys are old, the 
Tnd w r7“k ^ sofail Che girls are beautiful 

fo [ t ''u r''*' Tie way these guys Tre going to pay 

for the hookers m the beginning is the same way chese\winessme/are^ ^ 

paymg[telorture]chem,!aterinthemovie,” 

When asked about censorship, he describesAmerica as “psychocicallv 
right wing . When asked about how difficult it is to shock peUe he says^ 

IS cdere anything scarier chan Dick Cheney?" This could be simple Pr' 
American directors know chat a hit of Bush bashing will go down a treat 
in Europe. But Roth clearly believes chat his film says soieching about 
American insensitivity and hypocrisy. In reality, Afeife/will not offend its 
m t obnoxious ^erican audiences, and its subversive agenda is unlikely 
CO register With liberal Europeans. However, as a direccor^he’s in eood ^ 
company.lt was none other than George A Romero who divulgedf o L^LUt 











Ed and Ben are very 
nice. So nice, in fact, 
that when not fellating 
the Prince of Darkness, 
they organise one of the 
most original, creative, 
accessible, and inspiring 
short him festivals in 
Europe: Straight 8. 







toiy 


J'/JUilDIJ 




POWER 

Most Supers cameras remire batteries. Some cameras were 
designetf co use mercury batteries, so make sure you check 
before purchasing, as not all sizes are available now, though 
creative use of aluminium foil may get around this. 

FRAME SPEED 

The standard speed for silent Supei o camcia. » ii> - 
cameras also have 24 ^s and 48 or 54 fos for slow motion, 
rrivoered bva *sloW mOtioiT buttOO. SomC 


Today Super 8 e<|uipment is available from a number of 
specialist suppliers and, of course, eBay, where a camera 
will set you "back from f ?0 to £300. Kodak not only still 

C luce a range of Super 8 films, they even develop new 
stock. 

There is a wealth of technical information on Super 
8 filfo on the internet - a good start being www.kodah. 

1. As always, it’s important to do some research before 
buying equipment. However, here are the most important 
pointers when buying Super 8: 

SOTOD 

While Super 8’s great advance was the advent of a sound 
track, sound film is no longer available. Therefore, any 
soundtrack will have to be recorded separately. Sound 
cameras are often a good investment however, as they are 
usually cheaper than silent cameras. 


les triggered by a 'slow mot ioi? button. Some 
cameras also have single-frame eoqiosure, making Super 
8 very popular with amateur animators. A cable release is 
sometimes needed, and a flash bracket may be provided for 
single-frame shots. 

FOCUSING 

Reflex viewing - where you see exactly what yi 
in an SLR camera - is useful, hut check that the camera 
also has reflex focusing if this is important to you. If not, 
then focusing is by guesssvork or measurement with a tape 
measure. Some cameras have a rangefinder to assist withthi 

FILM AND PROCESSING 

A 50 foot cartridge of Super 8 film costs around £15, with 
processing an aSitional £12 to £15 per cartridge. Some good 
deals can he had on process paid cartridges (for instance 
The Widescreen Centre in London currently offer Kodak 
Ektachrome 64T for £18.50 process paid). 

To view the fruits of your effort you’ll need aproiector, also 
available on eBay ana from dedicated stockists. Auernattvely, 
it’s possible to get Super 8 transferred to DVD or video for 

around £15 per 50 iom. Jama Bramble 


LENSES ...1,1 

Most Super 8 cameras do not have intercbangeatite 
lenses so you’re stuck with whatever lens comes as 
standard, usually with a feirly weak zoom. Those 
which do have interchangeable lenses, such as those 
made by Beaulieu, are mmensive. Some cameras have 
a power zoom, or macro lens. 

LIGHT 

Underexposure is a frequent problem with Super 
8 Most Super 8 cameras have aut omat ic ejqiosure 
control hut many also have a manual override. 

Some cameras have the designation ‘XL’, meaning 
the camera has some loty-%hc capability. These are 
recommended by those in tne know. 



great advance 

weak zoom 


underexposure 

reduire batteries 
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CALVAIRE 
RELEASED 27 
MARCH 

With more tlian a casual 
Qod to predecessors 
Delivtrance and Stra'a 
i}epr, Fabrice Du "Welz’s 
debut feature takes the 
isolation horror genre 
and twists its shotgun- 
toting arm to hreakmg 
point. There are slack- 
jawed yokels a-plenty 
and the obligatory 
sc^uealingpigf but with 
a storythat includes 
bestiality, cross-dressing 
and crucifixion, this 
was never going to be 
tedious. Transporting 
the concept to the dank 
woods of Belgium is 
suitably atmospheric and 
an mjection or a large 
dose of the blackest of 
black humour doesn’t 
go amiss. However, the 
silly zombie-like dance 
scene in particular is one 
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er; yon buy a Jarmusch film when i 
in particular, is a movie that improves with increased viewing, mainly due to its 
^ ambiguous closing scenes. Murray does his less-is-more shtick; there’re some 
hilarious gags involving cats and carrots; there’s some soul-searchingpathos and, 
as usual, a sublime soundtrack. It might just be Jarmusch’s most fully realised 
work to date, hut with an oeuvre as eclectic as his, it’s difficult to be certain. DJ 


p cAP WINDOW 

As part of n Jeuably Hitchcock’s finest 

decided to restore what g" , J ■ j, fallow Hitch 

I f 

n S. S=br..ld fcr .h. ,.k.i„.hip I"'™''," 1, 


PULSE 

RELEASED 13 MARCH 

eady yourself for this lengthy Japanese techno-thriller in which a Tokyo 
teenager investigates a series of gruesome suicides all linked to a mysterious 
webcam ([bloody t’mternet....} The more he finds out, the closer he comes to 
interacting with the dead. As the characters struggle to establish contact with one 
another, t£e film maintams a painful aura of loneliness and apocalypse from start 
. This is a beautifully shot yet lethargic thriller which just about manages 
ain the tension over a lengthy two hours. TT 
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^UV X 

I RELEASED 27 MARCH 

I Glaswegian SaulMetzstein’s disjointed film desper; 

! hybrid tfMASB, Animal Hmst and/aroi’r Ladiir, nut lai.s «eu .u-i . - — . 

1 three. It’s 1979 and reluctant army recruit Jason Biggs is accidentally po tod to a ■ 
I desolate base in Greenland where he romances fellow GI Natascha McElhon , I 
avoids being killed by ciackpot colonel Jeremy N°«b>m, and discovers a 
' sinister conspiracy in a secret underground hospital Plonks | 

maenificentfy lit and photographed, hut seems to have been edued into 1 

. oblivion: chalaaeia wander through unintroduced, plot I 

I the narrative splutters into confusion long before a messy, rushed endmg. DS J 


eiately wants to be ai. — 

■r, hut falls well short of all 
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THE DEFENCE. Bv objecting to McQueen 
relying on imige and style, you’re oh'*"'"" "■ 

eTerytning that tn T..: j 

Tht Qeta-aaj so effortlessly appealing, 
movies are all -1 - -- 
arrived on the cusp of : 

that consciously ap 

to the tired formul— -- — , 

Sturges and Sam Peckinpah v,-( 

chat pair of films was stj"’" « 

It was the star, as much 

brought rebellious cool „ 

air to blow away the whiff of the old system. 
McQueen’s permrmances were anything but 
laidback. The fact that he did his own stunts is 
a deserved part of movie folklore. But, more 
importantly, McQueen could act. One of a small 


image and style, you’re objecting to 
• that makes Tht Magiijicent Stvin and 
[y -ir...lLttly npp tiling. For these 
all about image and style. McQueen 
' — c g^gy movement 

.ared in every way differed 
of the dying era. What John 
'■ -vere reacting to in 

..V, safe moviemaking. 

I the directors, who 
a violent gust of fresh 


aesthetic appeal of a month-old foccacia. Me 
lired, laidback schtickfor everyone of his 30 
the process acouired a legion of adoring fans 
themselves doing seven-to-10 as a result of e 
car chase scenes after one too many Newky’ 
misread McQueen? His lethargic acting style 
in poise and cool or was it pure a 
of the films he stared in to drag 1 
my road would actually shoot yc 
a bad film in publicj. Was the fac 
in the irredeemably J 
be enshrined on a thousanu scnwnioy 
was essentially a James Dean surrogate who was easy for men to lionise 

as well as justify slapping their wives about. And he did his own stunts. 
Hoo-fuckmg-ray. Two words; Le Mans. David Jinkais 


chat he did son 

,ly routine Tht Gnat Escaft enc 
. thousand schoolboy bedroom ■ 




JAGUAR SHOES. To celebrate the launch of our fifth issue, 
LWLits magazine will be holding an exhibition inspired by this 
issue’s cover film, Rontantt Cigartttts at dreambagsjaguarshoes 
C32-3d Kingsland Road, E2j from 23 March - 23 .^ril. 
Dreambagsjaguarshoes is an excellent har/exhibition space and if 

C ou find yourself in the area, we highly recommend that you have : 

eer Cthey also do an excellent Sunday roast) there while basking ii 
the warm glow of our daubings. 

The txhibition latmchts 2} March. Fetl fnt to comt along and say ‘Hi\ 


Last issue’s defendant: Cameron Crowe 

Charge: Film Fraud 

Verdict: Guilty 
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CHAPTER SIX. 

DON’T BELIEVE THE 
HYPE. INCOIVltNG 
MOVIES LAID BARE 




20 Brick. 


19 The Visiting. 


18 Mister Loneiy. 


17 Haii, Caesar. 


16 Nebraska. 
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« .Where The Wild 
Things Are. 
















03 Little Miss 
Sunshine. 
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